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Has this ever happened to you? 


You are waiting for friends at an ap- 
pointed meeting place. Or you drop into 
a movie to pass a pleasant hour, or go to 
a concert to which you have long looked 
forward. You sit beside a nice-looking 
woman or man. 


Just as you start to relax and enjoy 
yourself, you suddenly become aware of 
something keenly disagreeable — some- 
thing which annoys and distracts you. 


The person who sits beside you has 
ruined your pleasure because she has let 
underarm perspiration odor make her so 
unpleasant to be near ! 


But think a minute... are you sure you never 
make it disagreeable for the person who sits beside 
you? Perhaps she could complain of you. 





Unless you realize that you cannot depend upon 
your daily bath for protection, that your under- 
arms must have special care, you can never be 
sure of yourself. 


Alert, busy women have found the modern 
answer to this troublesome old problem. Mum! 


Quick and easy to use. It takes just half a minute 
to use this dainty deodorant cream. A light finger- 
tipful under each arm—that’s all there is to it! 
No waiting for it to dry; no rinsing off. 

Harmless to clothing. Here’s something women cer- 


tainly appreciate. Mum does not injure fabrics, so 
you can use it any time—before or after dressing. 


Soothing to skin. And think of this—Mum is so 
soothing and cooling even to the most delicate skin, 
you can useit right after shaving the underarms, 


Lasts all day. Use Mum in the morning and you'll 
have no more worry about perspiration odor for 
thal day, no matter how long and strenuous it is. 


Does not prevent the natural perspiration Mum does 
its important work of preventing every trace of 
perspiration odor without interfering with the 
perspiration itself. 

Why ever take a chance of offending those 
about you with annoying perspiration odor when 
the daily Mum habit makes it so quick and easy 


to avoid? Make Mum your protection and you'll , 


be safe all day, every day! 







USE MUM ON 
SANITARY NAP- 


the comfort of 
being complete- 


ly safe from this 


pleasantness. 
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@ People who come from maritime districts show the effect of their 
splendid diet. They eat plenty of fish, rich in protein. You can eat 
heartily of fish and still be streamlined It’s good for all the family 


.and so delicious! 


Now, thanks to Canada’s great canning industry, at any time of 
year, even far from the ocean, you can enjoy delicious, healthful sea 
food any day. Right at the shore where the rugged, hardy fishermen 
bring in their catches, the choicest fish, clams and lobsters are quickly 
cleaned, prepared and sealed in cans while their cold, crisp ocean 
goodness and freshness are at their peak. Then they’re cooked scien- 
tifically in the sealed cans and shipped to your neighbourhood store. 
You can keep them in your pantry, ready for use at a moment’s 


notice. Isn’t that a modern miracle? 





THANKS TO THIS 
MODERN MIRAGLE 


OW inv vAY A Yoh Day 


WHAT DO THEY MEAN ITS NOT ONLY GOOD TO EAT 
WHEN THEY Say SEA BUT RICH IN VITAMINS AND 
lODINE...SO ITS GOOD 


FOOD IS A BRAIN FOOD? RR sense TO EAT IT OFTEN 






CANADA HAS MORE VARIETIES 
OF SEA FOODS THAN ANY 
OTHER NATION. PUT SEVERAL 
CANS OF EACH OF THESE 
ECONOMICAL TREATS ON YOUR 
SHOPPING LIST TODAY AND 
GET THEM AT YOUR 
NEIGHBOURHOOD STORE 
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A King Photographs and graciously permits 
His Daughters... these charming pictures to 

be published in Chatelaine 
with Lady Cynthia Asquith’s notable book, ‘“The 
King’s Daughters.” You'll find this story, to be 
published in book form this Autumn, an absorbing 
one, and told so simply that you'll feel as if you, too, 
have had an opportunity to know the fair-haired 
little girls more intimately. Coming chapters are 
packed with interest, and are accompanied with 
many photographs, never before published in 
Canada. 


A Noted Woman and makes a unique fea- 
Answers a Question, ture in “Why Did You 

Come to Canada?” Ma- 
dame Louise de Kiriline had been nursing in the 
north country for six years, assisting Dr. Dafoe, 
when on her holidays she received his urgent wire, 
asking for her immediate return to take nursing 
charge of the quintuplets. She reached them on the 
fifth day, and was with them during that first 
dangerous year. The story that lies behind her 
journey to Canada, is enthralling. Many people 
commented on Madame’s beautiful prose in “I 
Nursed the Quintuplets’ now, by the way, published 
in Sweden, too. You'll find the same quality in her 
article this month. It’s one of those rare glimpses 
into life, richly interpreted in prose, which every 
editor delights in publishing. 


A Blonde Wears’ and in so doing reflects the 
A New Hat... mood of the coming season. 

For when the lovely model, 
posing for Frank MaclIntosh’s cover design this 
month, set the black hat skilfully atop her up-swept 
curls, and dangled the mauve-tinted flowers over 
her forehead, she completed a picture of elegance, 
femininity and exquisite grooming—the three 
cardinal points for fall fashions. 

You'll find the fashion story told from every angle 
throughout the magazine. On every page, we’ve 
kept the thought of you—the average woman—in 
mind. Carolyn Damon, our fashion editor, has 





TEL AIM 


lan, we men 


photographed a young Canadian woman in the roles 
so many of you play, and presented certain rules 
which will help you to look your very best this 
season. 


A Small Town and makes, too, the basis 
Girl Makes Good for an effective short story. 
The author, John Randolph 
Phillips, whose photograph you'll find on page fifty- 
two, is a young man who has only recently begun 
to write. The people in his story are vital and their 
problem an interesting one. The Nova Scotia 
fishing villages which form the setting for so much of 
the story are familiar to thousands of Canadians. 
Edith Howie, who wrote the memorable story 
“Little Boy Lost,” is another young writer we’re 
glad to introduce to you. Chatelaine has always had 
a special fondness for promising new writers. I'll 
wager that if you’ve flattered yourself that you 
have “a way” with children—you'll discover a lot 
more understanding when you finish this-tale. Miss 
Howie, whose picture is published on page fifty- 
eight, comes from Scottish Canadian parents. Her 
father was born in Oxford Mills, Ont., and her 
mother in Maxville, Ontario. Her first story was 
published only a year ago. Don’t miss “Little Boy 
Lost,” please. ; 


Many People Take and have sent copies of their 
Advice for Others Chatelaine containing the 

new feature, “Live With a 
Man and Love It,” to their friends! They all 
report, naively, that they think the suggestions for 
making marriage smoother will apply just perfectly 
to such-and-such a couple . . . Reviews of the book 
are all commending the common-sense viewpoint 
of the author who is a noted medical woman and 
psychologist. Husbands are arguing about it all 
through the Dominion. Is yours? Tell him to let 
Chatelaine know about it! We'll publish the most 
interesting documents at space rates. Since we have 
a woman, telling women how to make the best of 
marriage—we should certainly have the man’s point 
of view, too. 


Byrs or Sands 


Latte 





Thestunning cover, painted for Chatelaine 
by Frank MacIntosh, illustrates the dra- 
matic, off-the-face silhouette of the new 
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FASHION CREDO FOR FALL 
... the title of the style story on 
page sixteen, sets the pace for the 
whole issue, which is filled with 
important news of the autumn 
fashions— as they will affect you. 


THE KING’S DAUGHTERS... 
Lady Cynthia Asquith begins her 
notable book on the little Prin- 
cesses. Through the gracious per- 
mission of His Majesty, we are 
publishing photographs taken by 
the King himself . . . Turn to page 
twelve. 


LIVE WITH A MAN AND 
LOVE IT! ... The New York Times 
Book Review says, ‘It is extremely 
doubtful if there was ever a more 
honest, more sensible, and more 
humorous book of advice written 
on the married state’. . . Turn to 
page eighteen. 


TURN BACK THE CLOCK... 
The President of the Canadian 
Authors Association, Leslie 
Gordon Barnard, of Montreal, 
writes a story of rare charm... 
Turn to page ten. 


For a complete list of contents 
turn to the back page. 
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The pattern illustrated is . 
“MERIT” Congoleum Gold Seal 
Rug. No. 476. 


HATEVER room you are renovating — 
kitchen, living-room, dining-room or bed- 
room — start as interior decorators do — start 
with the floor for it is the FLOOR that strikes 
the keynote for your general decorative scheme. 


And start right . .. start with one of the smart 
new Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs. Their gorgeous 
colourings will amaze you and their modest cost 
will leave you extra dollars for chintzes, drapes 
and other articles of home-furnishings. 








7/ IMPROVING 
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Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs are labour-saving — 
a damp mop keeps them spotless. No tiresome 
beating and sweeping — no scrubbing, and they 
lie flat without fastening of any kind. 


Visit your nearest departmental or good house- 
furnishings store, but remember — look for the 
Gold Seal shown here. It is affixed to the surface 
of all genuine Gold Seal Congoleum and is your 
only guarantee of complete satisfaction. Insist 
on seeing it. 


CONGOLEUM GOLD SEAL RUGS 


and Congoleum By-the-Yard 


CONGOLEUM CANADA LIMITED-—MONTREAL 








WASHING THE/R CLOTHES 
WAS AN ALL DAY JOB 


1 DON'T KNOW wHaT Y7 
'M GOING To DO WITH FH 
gf YOU! MAKING ME 
WASH AND SCRUB 
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BUT LOOK AT 
THAT PILE OF 
DIRTY CLOTHES! 

BREAK MY BACK 

SCRUBBING 

ALL DAY... 
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AND REMEMBER, 
You FELLOWS! 
DON’T GET THOSE 
CLOTHES DIRTY. 


JUST LOOK AT YOUR. 
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SCRUBBING ? 
DON'T BE SO 
OLD-FASHIONED / 
WHY DON'T YOU | 
USE A MODERN 
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FREEDOM WITH OXYDOL! 


Soaks White Clothes 4 to 5 
shades whiter... yet safe 
as can be for colors, hands. 


@ A new triumph of science now 
brings you this utterly different 
“no-scrub” soap. OXYDOL is the 
wonder of all who try it, because 
it soaks white clothes so white and 
yet is so safe for colors and hands! 
This is due to an amazing formula 
and a patented process w 
makes mild, gentle soap far faster 
acting, yet keeps it safe. 
Hence Oxypot does these 4 amaz- 
a 


scrubbing or boiling 
ven the “tough” spots 
clean and white with a few 
rubs. 


whiter, proved by scientificTintom- 
eter tests. 

(3) Cuts washing time 25% to 
40% in tub or machine. 

(4) Yet so safe that every wash- 
able color comes out sparkling, 
brilliant, fresh! 

Even sheer cotton prints washed 
100 consecutive times in OxYDOL 
suds, showed no perceptible sign 
of fading. 

Try this remarkable “no-scrub” 
soap today! And note how eco- 
nomical it is. Tests show that, cup 
for cup, OxYDOL will go one-third 
to one-half again as far as even 
the latest soapchips on the market. 
One package often gives twice the 
suds — does twice the work—lasts 
twice as long as less modern soaps. 
Procter & Gamble. 


MADE IN CANADA 





NG NEW WASHDAY 


*NO-SCRUB— NO-BOIL" 


LAUNDRY SOAP 


THATS 
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Organizing a Book Club 


Just how simple it is to form a successful book club 
is shown in this true story from a Canadian town 


by HELEN THOMPSON GORDON 





TWO YEARS ago, a book-loving friend 
and I were deploring the fact that our town 
had no library. We wondered what could 
be done about it. We had read practically 
all the books in town and we knew that our 
neighbors were in the same sad plight. 
Our funds were low. Could we organize a 
reading club to use and enjoy all the good 
things that the Extension Department of 
the University had to offer? We knew that 
we could not expect to get the very latest 
books in that way, but we were quite sure 
that we could get some good reading. 

We had read an article in Chatelaine 
concerning a book club. It gave us some- 
thing definite to follow in the way of 
organization. Yet, we were diffident. We 
would be just a group of ordinary women, 
none of us overburdened with time or 
money, none of us very confident of our 
business ability or literary talent, and 
most of us rebellious about giving papers 
on any subject whatsoever. 

What should we do first? We wanted to 
take in every book-lover in the commun- 
ity. We wished to include those with ample 
means as well as those with means not so 
ample—the only qualification to be a lover 
of good reading. We desired a group small 
enough for discussion and one that could 
be accommodated in the smaller homes. 
We knew that many of our friends liked 
light fiction only, others were quite “‘high- 
brow”’ in their preferences—yet we wanted 
a companionable study group. Plainly, 
the first thing to do was to sink our own 
individual preferences and make up our 
minds to work for the kind of club that 
was wanted by the majority. So we did 
just that. 

Then we made a list of names of those 
women whom we thought might be inter- 
ested. The first woman we talked to offered 
her home as a meeting place to discuss the 
matter. Eighteen others were invited and 
all came. We set about organizing the sort 
of group most desired. 

We found that a study group was not 
even thought of, much less desired; some 
high-brow reading would be tolerated; the 
majority wanted a purely recreational 
club. Thus, the second point was settled 
for us. 

What form was this recreational club 
to take? We discovered that there were a 


—Roberts 


few busy people who wanted a circulating 
library, with no meetings to attend and no 
programs to prepare. Others wanted to 
attend meetings for the social time only. 
Not for them a literary program. They 
had neither courage nor ambition to take 
part in it. About half of those present 
liked the idea of regular meetings for a 
literary program to be followed by discus- 
sion. We decided to organize and gradually 
work out a scheme together, whereby all 
would be satisfied. 


WE CALLED ourselves The Book Club. 
A president, vice-president and secretary 
were elected. A two-dollar fee was fixed as 
being necessary to buy the latest books— 
one book for each member. Another meet- 
ing was called in a week’s time, in order to 
make further plans and to appoint com- 
mittees. 

Twenty-four people came to the second 
meeting and cheerfully paid their fees. 
A book selection committee of three was 
appointed and a program committee of 
four. My friend and I were put on both 
of these. We were a little alarmed at the 
success of our project. The club was grow- 
ing out of all proportion to the homes that 
would be called upon to house it. We could 
not afford to rent a hall, and anyway, what 
would happen to discussions in such a large 
group? Maybe the whole town would 
decide to join. To still our fears, which 
turned out to be quite unfounded, we 
plunged into the task of compiling a list of 
suitable books. 

First of all, we asked each member for a 
list of six books that she would like to read. 
We got book reviews from every possible 
source and studied them. In addition, we 
sent to the bookshops in our nearest city 
for lists of best sellers, and to the large 
libraries all over the Dominion for recom- 
mended book lists. Everybody was most 
generous in helping us. After we had 
studied and listed this material we went to 
the city to purchase. 

Did we have a good time? We were com- 
missioned to buy twenty-four books and 
we had the money to pay for them, if we 
used a measure of common sense; we could 
feel justified in prowling through book- 
shops for the whole day. Best of all, we 

[Continued on page 50} 
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"A career—a husband—you've got the whole world 

at your fingertips now, haven't you?” | said. She hit 

me then—not woman fashion with an open hand, but 
firmly hard-fisted. 





My Kind of Woman 


Funny how often a girl can know exactly 
what she wants in everything - but a man 


by JOHN RANDOLPH PHILLIPS 


together, we used to hang around the docks and gaze 

enraptured down the bay at the Gibson place. The 

Gibsons were Montrealers—the Gibson Advertising 
Agency—but every summer they came down to Eagle 
Point. The folks in our little town of Baywater liked the 
Gibsons. Other Montrealers, we knew, went to fashionable 
resorts along the coasts, but the Gibsons came to Nova 
Scotia. 

Eagle Point lay a mile below the Baywater docks. The 
house, huge and white and imposing, stood poised upon the 
bluff like a great sea bird magnificently surveying the tre- 
mendous sweep of blue water that was the bay. At night 
in the summer season the house blazed with lights and Tiny 
and I, sitting on the dock with our feet swinging over the 
side, could hear the music and now and then glimpse the 
shadows that were beautiful women and handsome men 
in evening dress. 

Tiny's slender body would sway in time to that far 
music and there would be a soft blue fire in her eyes. Once, 


[: THOSE glorious days when Tiny and I were kids 


in a queer, choked little voice, she said to me: “Some day— 
some day, Burk, I am going to be like that.” 

It was rather an ambiguous sentence, but I knew what 
she meant. Understanding Tiny was one of the things I did 
very well. This night, however, I chuckled and the wisdom 
of my twelve years asserted itself. 

“Neither one of us,”’ I said, ‘‘will ever be like that. The 
Gibsons are different. We'll just stay on here in Baywater 
and grow up and—and get married and work at our jobs, 
just like our mothers and fathers have done for years and 
years.” 

It was quite an imposing speech for a twelve-year-old 
and I remember that I was proud of it, thankful that at 
times I could talk like that. But Tiny really seemed not 
to have heard it. The moon escaped just then from a cordon 
of careless clouds and revealed not only the gold in her hair 
but the strange tenseness of her face. 

She sprang suddenly to her feet and we went walking up 
the deserted street, with the smell of fish from the packing 
sheds smothering the sweet, clean odor of the bay. At 


Halstead’s storea party of salt-water anglers were wrangling 
with a fishing captain about his rates and old man Halstead 
sat chewing thoughtfully on the stem of his corncob pipe. 

At Tiny’s house my brother, Jarvis, and Tiny’s sister, 
Dorothy, were sitting on the porch. They were eighteen and 
in love. Dorothy was considered the prettiest girl in Bay- 
water and Jarvis had a job with the packing company that 
was regarded as pretty good for a boy just out of high 
school. For a moment they bantered us, then I walked 
slowly home, wishing that I were as old as Jarvis. 

Next day, if I remember correctly, was the day that 
Staige, youngest by several years of the Gibson children 
and just my age, let me hold his pony while he werit into 
the drug store. It was an important moment and I tried 
not to look too proud, tried in fact to appear nonchalant, 
as the other kids gazed with envious eyes. Then Staige 
emerged with a fresh cone of ice cream in his hand. He was 
about to reward me with it when his eye fell on Tiny. 
Perfect gentleman, he gave it to her instead and watched 
with amused eyes the shy way in which she accepted. Then 
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EXTRA DIVIDENDS of white meat! Be- 
cause they’re milk-fed a special way, 
chickens that bear the blue SWIFT’S 
PREMIUM tagare plump with extra, ten- 
der white meat. Ever try this? Green pepper 
cups, parboiled and filled with seasoned, 
fluffy, cooked rice and toasted almonds, 
then baked for 10 minutes. 


BUY "EM BY BRAND! Yes, now the 
finest beef can also be bought by brand. 
The choicest cuts of every kind—from 
savory pot roasts to superlative steaks— 
are branded SWIFT’S PREMIUM. 
Mighty good with beef are Brussels sprouts 
and spiced peaches simmered in their own 
syrup until well heated. 


a 


DON'T PARBOIL—JUST BAKE! 
It’s perfectly true, as one trial will show 
you.WithaSWIFT’S PREMIUM Ham, 
you can forget the tiresome parboiling 
and simply bake! Why? Because Swift's 
Premium Hams are Premium-cured and 
Ovenized (smoked Swift’s own way, in 
ovens). That means they’re extra ten- 
der, extra mild. And superbly flavorful! 

Here’s how you do it: Place your Swift’s 
Premium Ham, whole or half, in a roaster 
with 2 cups of water. Cover, and bake 
in a slow (325°) oven, allowing about 


7 


25 minutes per pound for small or half 
hams, about 21 minutes per pound for 
large ones. Skin, score, dot with cloves. 
(For a delicious extra touch, as shown 
here, spread fat surface with sweetened 
apple sauce.) Brown uncovered for 20 
minutes in a hot (450°) oven. The Sweet 
Potato Puffs: To3 cups hot mashed sweet 
potatoes, add 4 tbsps. melted butter, 4 
cup cream, 1 beaten egg, 4 tsp. baking 
powder. On a baking sheet, place green 
pepper rings; fill with the sweet potatoes 
put through a pastry tube, and brown. 


AN UNBROKEN PROMISE of tender- 
ness and fine flavor is the word “Swift” 
in little brown dots down a ham. Look for 
it, and the mark SWIFT’S PREMIUM on 
ham, lamb, bacon, beef, poultry. It identi- 
fies the very meat that has been selected 
by experts from the finest available. 


NO OTHER BACON has the sweet smoke 
taste that has made SWIFT’S PREMIUM 
so popular. For Swift’s Premium alone is 
Premium-cured and Ovenized. With your 
broiled Swift’s Premium Bacon try scram- 
bled eggs heaped hot into hollowed-out 
buns that you’ve buttered and toasted. 


of the finest meats 
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that found in a small town on the Nova Scotia coast. 

But I didn’t write to Tiny. Somehow that, too, seemed 
over. We hadn’t even shaken hands at parting. One 
moment we had stood looking obliquely at each other, the 
next I had been stalking down a dark street hating the 
stench from the packing sheds. 


TWO YEARS later a letter from Jarvis informed me that 
Tiny was in Montreal and I must be sure to look her up 
when I went back there. But I didn’t see the big town for 
still another year. I had got into something rather good, 
or at least I thought so. I had become a journalist. 

In my first year away from home I had bummed my 
way across the continent and back, writing a sketch each 
day of what I had seen and how it had impressed me. There 
wasn’t anything novel about the idea, but on my return to 
Montreal an agent had said there was a certain freshness 
and pungency about the way those sketches were written. 
He sold the idea to a syndicaté’and I began writing a col- 
umn called, “Footloose.” 

I was in Idaho when Jarvis’ letter reached me. Later I 
went to Newfoundland, then to California, and finally to 
Montreal by boat. My agent said the syndicate was still 
eating up the column and complimented me. But, he said, 
it seemed to him my work wasn’t quite as fresh as formerly 
it had been. 

“Perhaps that’s only natural,” he added, with a laugh. 
“When you first started the column you were exactly what 
you portrayed, a fellow on the bum, never knowing where 
the next meal was coming from. Now, if you get tired of 
haystacks or Mother Earth for a bed, you can humor your- 
self to the extent of a suite in the swankiest hotel. But’’— 
and he laughed again—‘‘don’t pay any attention to me. 
I've just got the rates raised and you’re on your way to 
becoming a wealthy young man.” 

“I READ your column every day,” Tiny said. “It’s 
grand.” 

We were sitting in a little downtown restaurant and 
Tiny, in a mist-blue dress, looked like an angel. Her hair 
had darkened a bit, so that the gold in it had a deeper and 
softer glow. But her eyes were the same, those blue eyes 
which had gazed down the bay toward Eagle Point. She 
was working for the Gibson Agency now and making good. 

“I just made up my mind to do it and I did. Honestly, 
Burk, when I got to Montreal I had only fourteen dollars 
in my purse. I didn’t stop for anything. Just went straight 
down to see Mr. Gibson. He remembered me and he was 
very nice, and I said to him: ‘You’ve just got to give me 
a job.” So he did. And really, Burk, I’m good. I’ve proved 
it. I’ve been promoted twice. Now I’m working under 
Staige. He finished college last year and he’s a darling to 
work for.” 

She paused, her eyes gazing happily into mine. 
on the way, Burk, on the way. 
You’re only twenty-three and I’m 
only twenty-one, but look what we’ve 
done since we made up our minds 
to it!” 

There was a contagion in her 
enthusiasm, something that lifted 
you out of yourself and made you 
know that nothing was impossible. 
She had a sublime faith in herself. 
Looking at her, I felt that she would 
readily agree that she knew nothing 
about the future but would insist 
that it was going to be all golden and ‘ 
glorious. I wanted to feel that way, 3 aA 
too, but I couldn’t help recalling ” ; 
what my agent had said and wonder- 
ing if maybe my work had indeed 
lost some of its original freshness. 

“Nationally known columnist and 
woman advertising genius having 
dinner together,” Tiny sang, in a 
low, thrilling voice. “Oh, Burk, I 
still can’t believe it—and yet I knew 


“We're 
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sleeping in that house. 


it would come true. There was alw: ays something ’way 
down inside of me that kept saying: ‘You'll get there. . . 
you'll get there.’ Of course I haven’t begun to get there 
yet, but I’ve made the beginning. I’m on my way!” 

After that I couldn’t seem to leave Montreal. Tiny and 
I were together every night we weren’t working, or rather 
every night she wasn’t working. If anything, her enthusi- 
asm mounted. And it seemed justified, too, because I heard 
from reliable sources that she was actually on her way to 
becoming the advertising genius she had roguishly styled 
herself that first night. 

I used to wish that I might be as enthusiastic, But some- 
thing seemed lacking. Confidence aplenty I had in myself. 
I had done a swell piece, the first night we had dinner 
together, on a wanderer’s return to Montreal. But still 
something was lacking. 

We went dancing now and again, but mostly we sat for 
hours in restaurants and in Tiny’s apartment and talked 
and talked. Once we went to the theatre with Staige Gib- 
son and another girl and Staige was the same old demo- 
cratic Staige. He said that Tiny and I had certainly put 
Baywater on the map; said he read my column and liked 
it, and I believe he was honest about it; said Tiny was the 
most valuable member on his staff. 

One night we walked down St. Catherine Street in the 
rain and 1} still remember the long, sleek, gleaming cars 
and the traffic policemen in their capes. The wind blew 
the rain in our faces, and Tiny said: ‘This is like the spray 
off the bay down home,” and smiled at me. 

So I thought of home, of the docks, of Halsted’s store, 
of my father and mother both dead now, and of Jarvis and 
Dorothy. Those two had had another baby. There were 
two now, and there was always a frown on Tiny’s face when 
she mentioned either Dorothy or Jarvis. 

We walked all the way to Tiny’s apartment and let our- 
selves in out of the pelting rain. The apartment was 
modestly but exquisitely appointed and Tiny was proud 
of it; you could see that pride reflected in her eyes as she 
arranged a pillow here, adjusted a curtain there. She was 
in her element here. The little girl from Baywater had 
made good. 

And yet, watching her as she moved about unconscious 
of me, I had the feeling that something was missing. Some- 
thing of the girl I had known was gone. In one way she 
was still the little girl who had swung her legs over the side 
of a dock gazing wistfully at a castle—for didn’t she still 
have her dreams?—but the tender gift for comradeship was 
gone, its place usurped, I was bound to admit, by a certain 
brilliant hardness. 

Why I should have picked that moment, feeling as I did, 
to ask her to marry me is something that will always remain 
a mystery. I remember that she was adjusting a corner 
lamp, with her back toward me. When my ill-timed pro- 
posal had fluttered out, she turned and looked over her 
shoulder and I shall always remember her in that position. 

“Burk! We couldn’t. Oh, don’t you see we couldn’t risk 
it just when we're coming into our own? Honey, we can’t 
afford to take a chance on being tied down. We've got to 
be free. We’re the kind who have to be.” 

“Which means you're the kind that has to be,’ I said 
stiffly. 

Three years later I sat one afternoon in my agent’s office 
staring gloomily down at St. Catherine St. Only one other 
time in those three years had I been in Montreal since the 
night I said good-by to Tiny, and that time I had not 
bothered to look her up. But I had met people who knew 
her and had learned that all her dreams were coming true. 
She was a power now in the Gibson organization. Every- 
one spoke of her as a sort of incredible golden girl whose 
brains matched her exquisite beauty. 

But to return to that office, my agent was telling me as 
gently as possible that the syndicate was not going to renew 
my contract. 

“After all, Mr. Williams,” he said, 
uncommonly long run for that sort of thing. 


“vou’ve had an 
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No man ever drove as Staige did that night, thinking of the children 


But the flames were high when we got there. 
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out now, and I haven’t been able to interest anybody in the 
other stuff you’ve been doing lately. I hate to say this, 
but I’m afraid you’re a one-idea man. That one idea was 
good and at first you did it splendidly, but you have now 
definitely lost that first fine flair you brought to it. It’s 
stale, dry, forced.” 

He lit a cigarette and I could tell, even by the way he 
handled his fingers, that he was feeling quite sorry for me. 

“Tell you what, Williams, you've got a provincial quality 
that I don’t think you'll ever outgrow. Man, you ought to 
be somewhere running a small-town newspaper.” 

“Small-town newspaper nothing!’’ I said. 

*‘Just the same, you’d probably be rather outstanding in 
that field. Listen. Go home, take a rest, think things over. 
In the meantime I'll shop around and see if there’s anybody 
else who might be interested in you. You’ve saved some 
money; you can afford it. Go home and take a rest. Instead 
of a drawback, that provincial slant may some day be the 
making of you if you take it in time.” 


DOROTHY MET me at the station. She had thickened 
a bit and there were little lines around her eyes. But she 
had on a new frock and her hair was fixed becomingly, so 
that she looked really better than I had expected. The two 
children greeted us shyly at the gate when we reached home, 
Johnny ten and Claire four. Dorothy hugged them both. 
ee seem to realize that Jarvis had a kid ten years 
old. 

Jarvis himself came home for lunch. He had, he told me, 
been promoted recently and was doing better. Of course, 
he admitted, the place needed fixing up and he wished that . 
he might give more things to Dorothy and the children; 
but, he said, with a challenging gleam in his eyes, they were 
happy. And what had brought me home after six years of ' 
absence? 

Jarvis, too, I thought, needed fixing up. We were the 
same height, six feet, and had been the same lean ; 
but where I had retained the leanness, Jarvis had thickened 
in places he should have remained thin and grown thinner 
where he should have kept his weight. And to my dismay 
there was a fine frost along his temples. 

“I’m through for a while,’”’ I answered frankly to his 
question. His eyes mirrored a quick uneasiness, but he 
made no more enquiries. “I’d like to knock around here 
for a while,’”’ I added hastily. ‘‘How about a week’s visit 
and then I start paying board?” 

““You know we wouldn’t—”’ 

“Don’t be quixotic, Jarvis.” 

“All right, if you prefer it that way.” 

I couldn’t help hating him momentarily for the relief 
that sprang into his grey eyes. 

After lunch, when the children had run out to play, 
Jarvis and Dorothy and I sat talking. Jarvis told me about 
the changes. Baywater was growing, enlarging every day. 
The packing company had had a good year. He, Jarvis, 
had worked like a dog and gained a raise along with his 
promotion. Then of course they began to talk about the 
children. 

“Johnny’s mechanical,” Jarvis said proudly. ‘‘I’ll swear, 
Burk, you ‘d be surprised at the things he builds already. 
We— we ‘re going to send him to college to study engin- 
eering.’ 

“Colleges cost money,” I said, and instantly hated 
myself for the brutality of that remark. 

“Oh, we’ll manage somehow.” He turned to Dorothy, 
and between them flashed a look of utter confidence, that 
kind of confidence of which dreams are spun. Even impos- 
sible dreams. 

“It’s grand to have you here now,” Dorothy said quickly, 
“especially since Tiny’s coming so soon.” 

“Tiny?” 

“Of course. Didn’t you know?” 

“T didn’t know,” I said brusquely, ‘‘and I don’t know yet 
what it is I’m supposed to know.” 

Dorothy ran out of the room, to reappear almost instantly 
with a Montreal paper. I saw a picture of Tiny. Under it 
was merely the name, Miss Marion Carter; above it, 
“NOVA SCOTIA GIRL TO WED MONTREALER.” 

“And so Tiny,” Dorothy was saying, “is coming down 
day after tomorrow. They’re to be married one month 
from Wednesday in the old Baywater chapel. Staige and 
his friends are arriving a week ahead of time to open up 
Eagle Point.” 

The little girl from Baywater had made good again. 


THEY WANTED me to go to the station with them to 
meet Tiny and so I went. We four and the children all piled 
into Jarvis’ cramped little car and it was somehow like old 
times, only different in a million little ways. That over- 
worked word, stunning, describes exactly how Tiny looked. 
She was as vibrant and magnetic as ever. You felt the joy 
of living within her, the glorious joy of accomplishing things. 

“Was marrying Staige always part of the programme?” 
I asked her later. 

“Of course not, silly. Two years ago I would have 
laughed at the idea. But’’—her laugh came huskily— 
“well, you change when someone like Staige sets out to 
make you change.” 


“You cheated me out of an {Continued on page 26} 











he mounted and rode away, a gallant little boy on a lazy 
little Shetland pony. 


TIME MOVED along. Two years later Jarvis married 
Dorothy and they went immediately to housekeeping. 
Tiny’s father was dead and a year later, when her mother 
died, she went to live with Jarvis and Dorothy. Those old 
days were lots of fun. In the summer we fished from the 
docks and in fall we went hunting. 

aor eighteen, my father scraped together a few 
dollars I went away to university, where I worked at 
all kinds of odd jobs to earn my board and room. Tiny’s 
mother had left a little money and Tiny went to one of the 
Normal Schools. We wrote each other long letters, and 
once I risked a dollar in a crap game, won twelve, and went 
to see her. That was the first time I ever kissed her. 

Then it was June after my second year and I was back in 
Baywater with the sudden knowledge that I was not return- 
ing to university. Jarvis wasn’t: doing any too well—nor 
was Dorothy any longer the prettiest girl in Baywater— 
but he said he thought he could get me a job with the pack- 
ing company. It wasn’t much, but it would do until some- 
thing better turned up. 

No, Dorothy wasn’t the prettiest girl any more. That 
distinction belonged to Tiny. The baby took so much of 
Dorothy’s time. Now and then she looked a little frowzy 
and often you could see fatigue staring bleakly out of her 
once splendid eyes. Sometimes I caught Tiny watching her, 
Tiny with a frown on her lovely face and her forehead 
puckered unbecomingly. 

And then came the night when the Gibsons gave a party 
for all the people in Baywater who cared to come. That 
was one thing about the Gibsons, they were democratic; 
they gave a party like this every summer. Tiny and 
Dorothy went with me, Jarvis staying home to look after 
the baby; and once again Dorothy was almost beautiful. 
But Tiny—Tiny was the loveliest thing I had ever seen. 

Staige, in the absence of his father, was the perfect host 
that night, paying special attention to both Tiny and 
Dorothy. I liked him tremendously and could nothelp feeling 
as flattered as a fool when he suggested that he and I sneak 
off together for a little private drink. Staige, too, you see, 
was democratic. 

But the next night there was another party, to which 
Baywater was not invited. Somehow Tiny and I found 
ourselves once more down at the docks gazing toward Eagle 
Point, where the lights were bright and the music gay. 

“It isn’t the fun and the good times and—and the gaiety,” 
Tiny said so suddenly that I was startled. “It’s the—the 
being something in the world.” . 

“You've got it rather bad, haven’t you?” I said, and 
have wondered ever since at the callousness of that remark. 

“Yes, I’ve got it bad. I told you once that some day I’d 
be like that. I haven’t changed.” 

“How?” I asked, perhaps a little brutally. ‘Aladdin 
didn’t leave any lamps lying around in Baywater.”’ 

“I’m going away—some time. I don’t know when or 
how, but I am. I’m willing to work to make my life full. 
How I would work! Nothing would be too hard for me to 


“Listen,” I said. “I’m going to work, too, tomorrow, 
down at the packing company.” 

“Yes—Jarvis did that.” 

She looked at me then and she was so lovely that I had 
to have her in my arms, with all that I felt for her beating 
through my heart in a torrent. I don’t remember how many 
times I kissed her, but I do remember that finally her lips 
responded to mine and her arms were tight around my neck. 
Perhaps it lasted a minute, perhaps it was only a fragment 
of a second. Then we were suddenly apart, standing 
upright, staring into each other’s eyes. 

“We'd better go,” Tiny said. 

I wondered at the time why she insisted that we go round 
the back way when we reached Jarvis’ and Dorothy’s little 
house. Soon I knew. There was a light in the kitchen. 
Tiny paused just outside its yellow shaft. She made no 
gesture, simply stood looking, and my eyes followed hers. 

Jarvis sat in the kitchen in his shirt sleeves, a pencil 
in his hand, his head bowed over a sheet of paper. 


Staig, with Claire in his arms, was out of the door like 
a shot. | threw Johnny over my shoulder. Then | 
dropped—and waves of unconsciousness licked at me. 
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Across the room Dorothy leaned over a small tub wash- 
ing baby clothes. Her once lovely hair straggled over 
her face and she kept brushing it back with a dripping 
hand until the shoulders and bosom of her dress were 
damp. After perhaps a minute Jarvis looked up, and 
I heard him say: “Honey, we’ve got to cut down 
somewhere.” 

I left Baywater early the next morning. 

Riding along, I knew how right Tiny had been. It 
wasn’t necessarily that life in the Baywaters of this 
world meant defeat; it wasn’t that I still didn’t love 
Jarvis and Dorothy; it wasn’t that I felt contemptuous. 
No. It was just that Tiny and I were destined for 
something larger and finer than anything Baywater 
could ever give us. It was ambition, if you like; a reach- 
ing out for the satisfaction and glamor of a life beyond 
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nursed his grievance until she came up, ready to fling at 
her: ‘‘Is it a habit with you women to pull your husbands 
to pieces over the cards?”’ Instead he turned the edge of his 
hurt by thinking of the Dimmicks until finally he could 
chuckle: “Guess Harcourt Dimmick is pretty tight-fisted 
at that.” There was a travesty of married life for you, he 
thought now, her constant nagging, his open boredom in 
her company. 

Well, young Pendexter was heels over head in love with 
Josie: that would help. So had he been with Myra—so 


Illustrated by (’. Bryson 


Myra with him, from the early days up to the present time. 

He reached for his humidor, and pushed it away. Myra— 
and himself. Well, where had they got to? There’s been a 
drift to leeward somewhere. Where had it begun? How 
gone on? Her fault or his? 

Miss Jones put her head in. 

“Mr. Crutchfield is here, sir.”’ 

“Tell him to wait.” 

Miss Jones withdrew. Crutchfield and all the orders he 
represented and the profit and loss thereon be damned 
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until he’d fought this thing through. He’d been hedging 
about himself and he knew it. He was known asa successful 
man, and his success lay in being able to sign cheques for 
Myra to administer. And she didn’t want them. She 
wanted him. Her remark had been a mirror held up to 
himself, and he was too blind or too stubborn to look 
into it. 

He wondered if there were a mirror invented in which a 
man could see his real self, if he would dare risk a glance. It 
was bad enough to confront the actual image, to inspect 
one’s warts, and catalogue one’s crow’s-feet, and mourn 
over one’s thinning hair; but what if a man could look 
directly upon his aging soul, inspect its blemishes, catalogue 
its scars, mourn over its shrunken estate? Was there any 
power to strike the stodginess from a man’s mind and the 
fatness from his soul? 

He moved restlessly about the office and sat down again 
in the chair from which he had directed many a successful 
venture. But it was of Josie he thought. He wondered how 
Robert Pendexter was feeling. The groom didn’t matter 
much in the public eyes, but he was entitled to his feelings. 
How had he, John Cockran, felt facing his own marriage? 

Much water had gone under the bridge since then; the 
years had come and gone, adding something here, taking 
something there. He summoned the past but it refused him, 
until, persisting, he broke through, and some association 
became the key to a charmed place. They had feared rain; 
but the early showers had cleared. Myra had been a lovely 
bride. He could recall now, that as she came down the aisle 
to the immemorial music, he had turned, caught her glance, 
and been reassured by her smile. He remembered how tight 
his collar had felt; how he hoped the choke in his throat 
would subside before he had to make the responses. Good 
heavens! What had the years done to his vows?—not those 
vows alone which were vocal, but those pledges made 
within his own heart—a crying out for which there was no 
sound given or response made, that he must never, in any 
small tenderness, in any great matter, failher. . . 

The present swam up in reproach, but he defeated it, 
turning back the clock until he could see her beside him in 
the wedding dress whose lace would be worn by Josie 
today, holding in the cradle of her arm the flowers she had 
herself decided upon—a simple bouquet of deep, red roses, 
because those were the first flowers he had ever sent her. 
He’d been seventeen when he invested his pocket money in 
the first of those, and had chosen the red, deep-hearted and 
fragrant. 

“By Jove!” said John Cockran, and the exclamation 
brought back the office, the desk, the unanswered letters, 
the reproachful notations on his desk calendar, the door 
that had closed upon his dismissed [Continued on page 83} 
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A distinguished Canadian writer tells the richly human 
story of a long-forgotten man—the father of the bride 


by LESLIE GORDON BARNARD 


E WOKE with the sense that something unusual 
was to happen today; something for which it was 
important the sun should shine—as indeed it did, 
pouring into his bedroom as he stepped out and 

went through the exercises his health club instructor had 
charted for him as a decrease of girth and an increase of 
efficiency. Afterward he padded into the bathroom and 
took a shower—hot, then cold, the icy spears prickling him. 
When he was dried and shaved, and partly garbed, he 
threw on a dressing gown, knocked on the connecting door, 
and entered his wife’s room. Myra was up and away, but 
as he crossed the room and would have tapped on a further 
connecting door, she made a timely appearance, with a 
warning shake of the head. 

“Josie’s still sleeping,” she told him. ‘I’m going to let 
her sleep until noon.” 

Abashed, John Cockran grunted: “Yes, yes, of course. 
Stupid of me. Grand day for it, isn’t it?” 

“I’m glad it’s sunny.” 

He felt a little lost. This perfunctory habit seemed to 
be growing on her. He sensed a dismissal of himself and his 
opinions. 

“I suppose everything’s well in hand. If there’s anything 
you haven’t thought of, telephone for it. Josie can’t say I 
didn’t do it up right for her.” 

“No,” said Myra, “‘you’ve been very lavish and 
generous.” 

He stumped back to finish dressing. He must hurry. 
Appointment with Grimstead about that new Consolidated 
issue at nine-thirty: from then on the cogs would take hold, 
until two. 

Myra had said last night: “Of course you'll not be going 
down in the morning.” 


“Not be going down?” “But my 


He was puzzled. 


calendar’s full. I'll have a job shaking loose by two 
o'clock.” 

“Did you have to fill it up?” 

“Why, an? 


Women, of course, couldn’t understand; especially 
women who had never been a part of the whirl of business 
into which a man must throw himself to get anywhere. 
After all, he had made it two o’clock instead of three, 
which would have prevented putting off Groden—a useful 
man to keep in with. And the wedding wasn’t until five. 

He break fasted hastily, alone. There were flowers on the 
table; presently there would be flowers everywhere. 
“Never mind what it costs,” he had said. “Get what you 
want.” 

Myra met him at the door as he hurried out. 

“So you're really going?” 

“T must.” 

“There are things—”’ she said, and hesitated, biting her 
‘lip. “Things I should have liked us to do together. Oh, well, 
I'll manage.” 

He kissed her cheek. 

“You always manage. I’d back you anywhere.” 

The chauffeur saluted him, a grin on his face. 

“I thought maybe you'd call it a holiday, Mr. Cockran. 
’Tisn’t every day a man gets a daughter married. Especially 
one like Miss Josie!” 

Confound the fellow; was he, too, trying a rebuke? But 
one couldn’t take offense. And, in a way, he was quite right. 
There was no one like Josie. And this was her wedding day. 


She would be going away to live her own life henceforth. 
Josie had grown up. Why, it seemed only yesterday she 
had been in socks and abbreviated skirts, whirling up and 
down on the pavements in the scooter he had bought her. 
Now the socks were up and the skirts were down, and life 
was hurtling her on her way to responsibilities and new 
relationships. No time at all ago she had been content 
with childish games; then there was the brief interval 
when callow youths came around, strolling with her in soft 
summer evenings, or toting her off in their roadsters—a 
period to the promise of which he had been singularly 
blind, of which this was the culmination. Josie was getting 
married to one of those youths. It was absurd! 


HE WAS glad to get to the office, to have the day’s affairs 
take hold. Miss Jones appeared, with her usual secretarial 
briefness—as homely as she was efficient, with her heavy 
glasses to help a noticeable astigmatism. 

She showed Grimstead in, and he was disposed of in an 
hour, then she returned for dictation; but for the first time 
in John Cockran’s remembrance, seemed distrait. And 
suddenly she began to speak of Josie. 

“IT hope she’s getting a nice man?” 

His mind went to Robert, smiling, polite youngster; 
Myra had mothered him since the loss of both his parents; 
he’d trusted him—committed every detail of the wedding 
to her and Josie. 

Miss Jones dangled the query in front of him. 

“Eh? Oh—yes, young Pendexter is all right. I don’t say 
he’s streamlined, but—’”’ 

He went off into a meditation over that word. Stream- 
lined! The word tasted sourish on his lips. It had never 
struck him before that maybe this had been a bit over- 
worked. He’d seen the blasé, self-sufficient sort of youth of 
both sexes who seemed to think that to be streamlined was 
to go the pace; their cars, their literature, their drama, 
their lives must all have the edges off them so they’d slide 
along without wind-resistance. 

“I saw their pictures in the paper yesterday,” said Miss 
Jones. “Traditional white satin, isn’t it, she’s wearing, 
with lace from her mother’s wedding dress?” 

He coughed. He’d thought Miss Jones a machine, a most 
dependable, efficient office instrument; and here she was 
mooning over the details of a wedding dress. He’d hardly 
imagined she even had bodily functions. And she was 
turning out to bea woman. God bless matrimony! 

“Take a letter to Dubois and Company. ‘Gentlemen— 
Further to ours of the eleventh, we do not propose for a 
minute—’ Never mind the dictation, Miss Jones. It can 
stand over.” 

He was grateful for her instant and businesslike obedi- 
ence. 

When the door closed, he sat back staring at nothing. 

What was coming over him, he wondered. This business 
of Josie being married was getting him down. He wasn’t 
sure he wanted to risk married life for Josie. It could do 
things to your illusions; you thought yourself well anchored 
and woke up to find there’d been a drift. The shock of 
overhearing Myra’s mention of him—of John Cockran, her 
husband—at a bridge party, when he’d happened home 
unexpectedly, still tingled in him. 

“You should marry a man whose main interest is his 
business, Hilly,”’ she was saying. ‘“Then you'd not have 
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Then he and Josie were inside. There 
were last minute flutterings and 
they were embarked down the aisle. 


him underfoot so much. He'd just be home now and again 
when there wasn’t anything else to keep him.” 

“Oh, come now, Myra,” said Mrs. Dimmick, giggling a 
little, ‘I only wish Dimmick was half as easy to get money 
outof. Why, John gives you everything you want”. 

He’d stood in the hall, teetering on his toes, waiting for 
her comment; and when it came, taking it upstairs with 
him to mull over. “Everything,” said Myra, “that can be 
had for writing a cheque.” 

It didn’t seem like Myra to do that sort of thing. He 
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While in the country she became an ardent and very 
swift crawler. If ever a door was left open for one second, 
in a flash she would be off and out of it, as eager as any 
budding Christopher Columbus to explore the world. 


But, so long as the drawing-room door was kept carefully 
shut, she was perfectly content within its bounds. She had 
so many resources. There was pulling handfuls of fluff out 
of the thick coats of two beautiful and fortunately placid 
chows—one black and the other brown. Or there was the 
glee of vigorously upwinding her grandmother’s balls of 
wool, or scattering her patience cards all over the carpet; 
or, best of all, if someone was kind enough to hold her up, 
for she was still unable to stand, banging with all the tiny 
might of her doubled fists on both the high and the low 
notes of the piano, making such a funny thin noise at one 
end, and such a wonderfully thick one at the other. 


During Princess Elizabeth’s stay at Buckingham Palace, 
she used to come downstairs every day at tea-time to visit 
King George and Queen Mary. Here there were no chows, 
but, from a safe distance, she took a fascinated interest in 
Charlotte, her grandfather’s parrot, who, when he saw her, 
loudly drew invisible corks, ruffled up his feathers and, 
with one scaly claw uplifted and his grey head on one side, 
put out his little pumice-stone of a tongue and stared at 
his master’s new pet with a rather baleful eye. 


Quite often Princess Elizabeth’s little cousins, the 
Lascelles boys, came to tea and she would practice her 
vocabulary on them, for she was now learning to talk, or at 
least to say isolated words. One word in particular was 
repeatedly rehearsed. Her nurse was determined her charge 
should be able to greet her mother with a perfectly distinct 


“Mummie.” 


NOT LONG before her parents’ return Princess Elizabeth 
moved into their new home in Piccadilly, and established 
herself in her own gay nurseries, every detail of which had 
been planned by her mother before her departure. 

No ship in the whole history of the seas can ever have 
been more deeply laden with treasures for one child than 
the returning Renown. At every single halt in their pro- 
gress, gifts to take home to their daughter had been show- 
ered on King George and Queen Elizabeth; and the Renown 
returned like a veritable argosy, bearing in her hold, not 
only nearly three tons of toys, ornaments, knickknacks and 
gewgaws of every imaginable kind, but also several dolls far 
larger than the Princess herself, and a whole battalion of 
giant Teddy Bears. 

Besides all these offerings, she also brought the little 
Princess some valuable livestock; not only two singing 
canaries and twenty squawking macaws, but two real Jive 
playfellows—a father and a mother, both so hungry for 
the sight of their child that they had had a fresh set of her 
photographs sent out to them by every mail 

Without these photographs I do not think King George 
and Queen Elizabeth could have recognized their daughter. 
During all the months of their long absence she had never 
suffered from even so much as a cold in the head. In the 
keeping of devoted grandparents and the clever care of 
Nurse Knight (the beloved Nannie of her mother’s child- 
hood as well as her own), she had thrived in every sense of 
the word. In fact, she had developed into a very real 
personality. At fourteen months of age, she already knew 
how to smile strangers into slavery, and would engagingly 
throw out her arms to a delighted crowd, just as though it 
were one bright toy, or some delicious sweet that she wanted 
to put into her mouth. 

A golden-crested “‘little friend of all the world’”’ with a 
rose-leaf skin and a brilliant blue [Continued on page 46} 





The King took this engaging snapshot of his younger 
daughter two years ago. 





Another photograph taken by the King af their 
Scottish Home, Birkhall, three years ago. 





A charmingly informal snapshot of the three-year- 
old "Lilibet,” taken by Elis Majesty. 
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Chatelaine presents with pride this new and delightful 
story about the life and personality of the children of our 
King and Queen. Lady Cynthia Asquith has presented a 
vivid picture of the Princesses as they really are in a fas- 
cinating book, containing many details hitherto unpublished. 
The Canadian serialization of this book to be published this 
fall, is appearing exclusively in Chatelaine. 

Many of the photographs of the Princesses were taken by 
the King himself, and are published for the first time in 
Canada. We are indebted to His Majesty for permission to 
reproduce these pictures taken from his private collection. 


NCE UPON a time a little girl was born in London, 
and, because her grandfather was King of England, 
the house, No. 17, Bruton Street, in which she lay 
became at once one of the sights of London. From 

morning to night groups of excited well-wishers patiently 
waited outside the door in the hope that they might catch 
a glimpse of the small white bundle that was “the fourth 
lady in the land”’ and, for the time being, third in succession 
to the throne. 

The first person to visit the new-born baby was the Home 
Secretary, who, according to the law of the country, must 
be present in the house at the birth of any possible heir to 
the throne. Parting the curtains of the cot, he peered at the 
little Princess who was waving her tiny fists and opening 
and shutting her eyes. 

At this, the first audience she ever held, she is alleged to 
have given a wide, wavering yawn. 

And many other visitors came tiptoeing into the room 
full of interest, hope and surmise. None sooner or more 
frequently than Queen Mary, who was delighted to see that 
her first granddaughter was:blessed with large blue eyes, 
small ears set close to a well-shaped head, and a skin almost 
as white as the pillow on which she lay. 


The new Princess had been born on the morning of April 
21, 1926, and, about five weeks later, in the “Lily Font,” 
brought for the purpose from Windsor Castle to the Private 
Chapel at Buckingham Palace, she was christened Elizabeth 
after her mother, Alexandra after her great-grandmother 
and Mary after her grandmother. 

And now this “child of many prayers,” just eleven years 
old, is the immediate heir to the throne. 

Slightly built, straight-backed, light-footed and golden- 
haired, her appearance is fondly familiar throughout the 
Empire. Whether photographs show her at play in jersey 
and kilt, or jockey-capped astride her pony, or fairylike in 
gossamer frills, she is always a curiously vivid little figure 
full of life and character. Even without her shining curls, 
dark-lashed eyes of brilliant blue and complexion of trans- 
parent fairness, Princess Elizabeth would still stand out 
among other children on account of that mysterious quality 
called personality—a quality as undefinable as it is 
unmistakable. This quality she has always possessed and 
to a very marked degree. 5 

In repose her resolute little face has a distinct resem- 
blance to Queen Mary; but when she smiles her mother 
looks out of the friendly, candid eyes. 

Blessed with good health, intelligence and individuality, 
she is a singularly promising child, and her natural gifts 
have been well cultivated, for she has been beautifully 
brought up. In no way has Queen Elizabeth better dis- 
charged her trusteeship to the country than in the gentle 
wisdom with which she has reared its two little Princesses. 
This can have been no easy task. To make her eider daugh- 
ter aware of her great obligations, and yet keep her unself- 
conscious and natural, must have needed all a mother’s 
loving vigilance. To the Queen’s lasting credit be it said 
that in this dedicated child we do see qualities not often 
found together. 
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Stooping over the cot in which her granddaughter lay, 
Queen Mary once said, “I wish you were more like your 
dear little mother.”” But if Princess Elizabeth does not 
resemble her mother in appearance, I believe she is en- 
dowed with many of her qualities. Are not serenity, 
graciousness and dignity already perceptible? And the 
same delicious blend of gravity and gaiety? Those who 
knew Queen Elizabeth in her early childhood tell me that it 
was almost as though she had some premonition of her 
destiny, and were rehearsing for the part she was one day to 
play, so assiduously did she practice her good manners. 


TO RETURN to the very beginning of Princess Eliza- 
beth’s life. When she was about three months old she took 
her first long railway journey, travelling up by day to her 
mother’s Scottish home, the famous Castle of Glamis. 
Here, as may easily be imagined, neighbors and tenants 
flocked to see the little Princess whose mother most of them 
had known in her babyhood. 

Her first Christmas, in which she not unnaturally took 
no interest whatever, was spent at Sandringham with King 
George and Queen Mary, and then, early in January, she 
became a temporary orphan when, on account of their 
Australian tour, her parents were most reluctantly com- 
pelled to leave her for more than six months. 

With an aching heart Queen Elizabeth kissed her daugh- 
ter—still happily impervious to the pangs of parting— 
farewell, clasping round her fat little neck the string of coral 
beads she had worn all through her own babyhood. 

Queen Mary and Lady Strathmore had each claimed 
three months custody of their grandchild, so, during the 
absence of the parents, Princess Elizabeth first stayed at 
St. Paul’s Waldenbury, the Hertfordshire home of her 
mother’s childhood, and then migrated to Buckingham 
Palace. 
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keep it steady, she dropped a lighted match on the floor. She stamped on it and 
lit another, and without any intention of doing so, blew a great cloud of smoke 
directly into the inspector’s face. He sat impassive as an idol behind a cloud of 
incense. 

“The noise of the shower got on my nerves,” she said. “So I thought I'd turn 
it off, and—so I did.” 

“Did you recognize the deceased?” 

“Tesi. 

“Do you mind telling me what was your connection with the deceased?” 

“*There wasn’t any. I never set eyes on her before yesterday. I don’t know who 
she is—was—or anything about her. I did conceal the truth about finding the 
body, because I didn’t want to be mixed up in this. But now I’ve told you that.” 
She wanted to stop; it was time to stop. But she couldn’t. “I haven’t any idea who 
she was. After I’d found her, I rang up the desk . . .I—” 

“Telegram for you, Miss MacDonald!” said the bellboy. 

“You can open it,’”’ said Victoria. ‘‘I want you to. I’d like you to see for 
yourself that I haven’t—any secrets. Please read it out loud.” 

He tore open the envelope. 

“Mother very anxious fears you may be endangered. Request you return home 
immediately. Beware press. 

Father.” 


“WELL?” she asked. ‘That explains itself, doesn’t it?” 

“Would you mind explaining the meaning of that signature, ‘Father’?” 

“The meaning of it?” Victoria repeated. “It means that my father sent it, 
of course.” 

“Why does your father tell you to ‘beware press’?”’ 

“Because he doesn’t like newspapers.” 

“And your mother thinks you may be ‘endangered,’ ” said Grimes slowly. 
“T’d like to get in touch with—” 

“You let them alone!’’ said Victoria. ‘My father’s a professor, Doctor 
Matthew MacDonald. And anyone with”—she paused and toned down what she 
had been about to say—‘‘Any sensible person could see that there’s nothing in 
that telegram, but just what it says. I suppose my mother read about—what 
happened here—in the newspapers, and it worried her.” 

“She thinks you may be ‘endangered’?”’ 

Victoria struggled with the rage that mounted within her. 

“Didn’t you ever have a mother?” she asked. “Don’t you know how they 
are?” 

He said nothing to that. He waited. 

“I admit I found the body,” she said. 

‘Leaving that point for the moment, miss . . . Now that you’ve had more time 
to think things over, can you recall when and where you last saw the deceased?” 

“Last night.” 

“T mean previous to last night.” 

“* Never!” said Victoria loudly. ‘Never! Why do you keep on—insisting— 
upon that? You won’t believe the truth—” 

“That you discovered the body?” 

“Yes. I did! I went to turn off the shower, and I saw her lying there. Ina 
black nightdress. When I saw that she was dead, I turned on the shower again, 
and went back to my room and telephoned to the desk.” 

“Have you any evidence to substantiate it, miss?” : 

“Why should anyone want to make up a thing like that? I’m not proud of it. 
I only told you—because I wanted to be let alone. Anyhow, there is proof. My 
dressing gown and slippers got wet—”’ 

“I saw that setup,” said Inspector Grimes. ‘The bottle and all.” 

“Well, I—admit I faked that. But that was before I meant to tell you the 
truth. I did that when I didn’t want you to know I'd found the body.” 

“The room in which Mr. Petrie was working faced yours. If you went out of 
your room, you saw Mr. Petrie, of course?” 

(“If you’re going to change your story, for heaven’s sake tell me first.’’) 

“You saw Mr. Petrie, of course?” he repeated. 

“I didn’t look—in that direction,” said Victoria. 

“You opened your door without seeing the open door directly opposite?” 

“That’s it,” said Victoria, briskly. 

“Very well, miss!” he said. 

“Very well—what?” she asked. 

“T shan’t keep you any longer.” 

“Does that mean I can go? Go back to Montreal?” 

“I am sorry, but we’ll have to ask you to stay here for the present, miss.” 

“Well, can I go out now, and take a walk?” 

“If you’ll kindly not leave the premises,”’ he said. 


SHE WENT leisurely out of the dining room, through the lounge, out of the front 
door into the sweet, breezy morning. 

“I’m going into those woods,” she thought, ‘“‘and I’m going to kick things and 
cuss—and make a scene. . . I feel frightful. . . I feel—” 

“Miss—er . . .”’ said Petrie’s voice behind her. 

“Miss Garbo,”’ she said sweetly. “Greta Garbo, you know.” 

“Oh, thanks!” said Petrie. ‘I was mixed up. I thought it was Temple. 
Shirley, you know.” 

‘Are you trying to be funny?” 

““Yes,”’ said Petrie, promptly. 

“This doesn’t seem just the right moment,” said Victoria, “I want to talk to 
you very much. Why did you ask—?” 

They set off along the road that went steeply downhill. 

“We can turn off into the woods,” said Petrie. ‘“There’s a little path here. It’s 
nice.” 

It was more than nice. It was lovely in the fragrant pine wood, cool, sweetly 
quiet. 

“Why did you ask me to let you know if I changed my story?” asked Victoria. 

“Because your story and my story hang together,” said Petrie. ‘United, they 
stand—-maybe. But once they disagree, they’re both sunk. Because they’re both 
lies, and not very good ones.” 

“Why do you think I was telling a lie?” 

“TI saw you in that room.” 

“You couldn't!” 

“Oh, easily. Y’see, after I’d come in, I went out again. Strolled about on the 
lawn. Suddenly I saw a light come on in {Continued on page 85} 
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The Girl 
Who Asked 
for Trouble 


The mystery reaches a thrilling climax 
as the man Victoria loves becomes involv- 
ed in the murder of the blonde woman 


by ELISABETH SANXAY HOLDING 


A blonde woman dead on the bathroom floor, her head under the shower, is what 
Victoria MacDonald discovers when she goes to investigate the noise of running water 
in the room next to her own at the Valley View Inn. Victoria has gone there from the 
office of a Montreal publisher to rest and decide what to do about having fallen in love 
with her chief, David Robinson. She had noticed the blonde woman looking at her 
with bitier hatred at dinner, although she had never seen her before. Later, wishing to 
report the notse of the running shower, she phoned for the manager, Mr. Jones, but 
could not get him. She did not wish to speak to Luigi, the sleek, foreign-looking assist- 
ant, because he had been bothersome with his attentions earlier in the evening. Thus 
the attempt to investigate herself. 

She races back to her room, terrified, goes back to get her purse, hides her dressing 
gown and wet slippers in her suitcase, puts on a sweater and skirt, and phones the 
desk io complain about the shower. 

Captain Martineau questions her and she admits nothing. Petrie, a manufacturer, 
who lives at the Inn, tells the police he has been working in a room opposite that of the 
murdered woman all evening with the door open, and saw no one enter or come out. 
Victoria doesn’t know why he lies, and what connection he has with the murder. He 
was previously involved in the poisoning of Everett Jacobus (Jake), the station master’s, 
second wife, Lottie, who worked at the Inn, but was later acquitted. Mrs. Howard, the 
housekeeper, moves Victoria to another room but she cannot rest. Luigi brings her a 
cigarette holder he picked up in the murdered woman’s room and hints at blackmail. 
He is on friendly terms with Marge, the girl taxi driver. Victoria longs to tell all, but 
Petrie whispers, “If you’re going to change your story for heaven’s sake tell me first.” 

Then Inspector Grimes says, “‘Maybe you'd care to tell me how you happened to 
leave a trail of wet footprints from the room of the murdered woman to your own.” 


H, THAT!” said Victoria, carelessly. 
He waited. 
“I suppose I ought to have told this before,” she said. “‘Only1...I 
didn’t.” 
He waited. 
“It really isn’t of any importance,” she said, ‘‘and can’t possibly help you to 
investigate anything, but—as a matter of fact—I found the body.” 
“Was that before or after you first telephoned the desk?” 
“It was after.” 
“Do you care to tell me, miss, why you telephoned to the desk and asked for 
the manager?” 
“Well, that was when the noise of the shower first began to disturb me.” 
“You live in a hotel in Montreal, don’t you, miss?” 
“Vea 
“If you heard any sort of disturbing sound in the hotel in Montreal—we'll say a 
radio playing too loud, for instance—what would you do?” 
“Telephone down to the desk, of course.” 
“And ask for the manager?” 
Wan sjsu 
“‘Wouldn’t it be usual to report the matter to the clerk at the desk?” 
“Well, yes...” 
“Had you any reason, miss, for wishing to speak particularly to the manager?” 
“No. . . I—just thought he was very pleasant and nice.” 
“You didn’t think the desk clerk was pleasant and nice?” 
She was determined not to mention her objection to Luigi, nor its cause. 
“Oh, yes!” she said. “‘But—I just happened to ask for the manager. It— 
didn’t seem to matter.” : 
She was perfectly well aware that she was making a very bad impression. 
I’m acting as if I were rattled, she thought. I think I am—rather rattled. . . 
“Would you mind if I had a cigarette, inspector?” 


“No, miss,” said he. 
She felt that he was watching to see if her hand was steady, and in her effort to 
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by CAROLYN DAMON 


I BELIEVE... 
In making my clothes work continuously for me from 


morning until night. I believe the clothes that ‘make’ the 
woman don’t need to ‘break’ her as well. I believe in 
choosing the smartest new styles the season has to offer— 


but remembering that I, and not a fashion show model or a 
store dummy, will be wearing them. So I see that they fit 
my personality as well as my shoulders and hips. I believe 
that by studying the fashions and myself, and planning my 
whole season’s wardrobe early, I can achieve a smart 
uniformity of costume and incidentally save money by 


making a number of accessories do double duty.’ 

Thus runs the credo of today’s best-dressed women. 
And Chatelaine’s fashion editor planned a wardrobe for 
you that would incorporate all these beliefs. She followed a 
smart young Canadian wife, saw what she needed, and 
worked it out in the newest, most becoming yet most 
practical terms. You'll see the clothes chosen all fulfil 
that first fashion commandment this year—femininity. 
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A Smart Woman s 
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All ensembles shown by courtesy 
the Robert Simpson Co., Toronto. 
Photographs by Ronny Jaques 
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Tender young mushrooms 
and thick, thick cream 


A luxurious, feast-dish character 
— that’s the thing people like about 
Campbell's Cream of Mushroom now- 
adays. It’s a matter of fine ingredients 
used lavishly. The mushrooms are 
specially cultivated, young, and very 
tender. They savor the soup with their 
subtle, delightful flavor. And dainty, 
melt-in-the-mouth mushroom slices 
garnish it generously for good mea- 
sure. The cream used is rich and 
extra-thick, so thick that it will 
hardly pour. These, together with deli- 
cate seasonings, make a soup so rich 
and fine it might be from a foremost 
caterer or a celebrated restaurant. No 
wonder, then, cream of mushroom 
has become the favorite ‘‘party soup’’ 
as Campbell’s make it now. 


Asparagus soup 
as smooth as cream 


The excellent quality of Campbell’s 
Asparagus Soup may surprise you. 
It’s so rich, so smooth, tastes so fine. 
But this is a case of ‘‘practice makes 
perfect’’. With the skill that comes 
of years spent striving for better and 
better soups, Campbell’s chefs make 
an asparagus purée that’s rich and 
smooth as heavy cream. Dexterously 
they season it, pointing up the delicate 
flavor of the asparagus. And for the 
final mark of luxury, they garnish it 
abundantly with tender young green 
asparagus tips. 


Something to delight a gourmet, 
this 1937 better-than-ever Campbell’s 
Asparagus Soup! 


What MAKES a 
vegetable soup: 


First, fine beef simmered slowly 
till it yields a hearty, full-flavored, 
palate-stirring broth. Then, fifteen 
(actual count /) crisp and luscious gar- 
den vegetables, meticulously chosen 
and prepared with expert care. Then, 
when these have cooked just right, 
fine seasoning skillfully blended in. 


Such things MAKE a vegetable soup. 
They make Campbell’s Vegetable 
Soup so downright good, so soundly 


’ . . 999 é II?) 
“‘Oh’s’”’ and ‘“‘Ah’s’’ and ‘‘Mmm’s’’, and satisfying that hungry families greatly 
THE PRAISE OF CAMPBELL’S SOUPS is sung in s | satisfying that hungry families greatly 
even skillful home cooks are amazed that soup can be so good. There are reasons. First, or eumanitinns, 
soup is a career to Campbell’s chefs. “Practice makes perfect’’, and two-score years 
they have dedicated to making fine soups finer still. Out of the years have come 


improved recipes, finer ingredients and soup-making skill of the highest order. You can 





How many do you know 
as Campbell’s make them 


see here how delicious these soups look now ? 


sparagus Mushroom (Cream of) 
as Campbell’s make them now. You bz ° S Ss oe a Mutton 
should taste how delicious they are / OUP ce apc caisa 


‘ Celery p 
' ea 
Chicken with Rice 


; 
Clam Chowder Pepper Pot 
: c . Scotch Broth 
onsomme 
Julienne Tomato 
Mock Turtle Vegetable 
Mulligatawny Vegetable-Beef 
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In this delightful guide to happy marriage a noted 
woman psychiatrist tells how to compromise without 


a fight; and how to handle the “nagging” problem 


by ANNE B. FISHER, M.D. 


RE are always two sides to a question when 
there are two people living together. You each 
long to do something different during those precious 
hours you have together, or you each want to go toa 

different movie or restaurant when you celebrate. There’s 
a grand opening for trouble if you give it half a chance! 

Neither person should be obliged to give in all the time, 
for that in itself defeats the purpose of marriage. It ceases 
to be a fair and square fifty-fifty arrangement, and one 
fellow begins to lose his individuality. 

Suppose you'd like to see a certain play, but he is very 
positive, and most forceful, in his desire to see something 
else! You can tell he feels vital about the matter. 

Don’t go into a peeve and make a scene. You will only 
lose out and make him wish to heaven he had his freedom 
again. He will begin to wonder if marriage is so hot after all. 

Give up this time, but not with a pout or a scowl. Go 
with him cheerfully. Be gay and enjoy yourself. 

Afterward have it understood that you would have liked 
to go somewhere else, and that next time when you feel 
that you simply can’t miss a thing you want to do or see, 
and he’s not too keen about it, he is expected to give in 
and do what you want to do. 

Balance your sheet regularly on a fifty-fifty basis. If he 
has a good forgettery when it comes to his part of the 
bargain, don’t go mid-Victorian and cry all over the place, 
or fly off the handle. Be clear-headed and modern. Have 
a notebook for the purpose and tally score when he has 
given up, or you have. The date and where you went will 
bring back the memory of the whole thing. It takes only a 
glance to see in black and white who has given up the most 
times. A businessman will like the way you use business 
methods, and will think all the more of you if you play fair. 
You will save a lot of breath and hateful remarks with this 
little system—but don’t try to welsh on your side or you 
will hear about it! 

When you are first married and still a little blind from 
the moonlight and roses stuff, you will probably sniff and 
say, “But we won’t have to do that. I’ll go where John 
wants to go, because I love him so much,” or, “John 
always gives in, because you see we're really in love.” 

Sailor, beware of rocks ahead! After a while, if you 
continue to give in, and John is human, he will think it is 
easy to get his own way, and he’ll take it every time— 
because you have spoiled him! Then you will begin to feel 
hurt and perhaps fuss after it is too late. You'll secretly 
think he is a selfish pig! Lots of women complain when 
this happens, but they do not realize that their troubles are 
of their own making. 

If your husband has always given in to you “because he 
loves you so much,” the time may come when he has 
private thoughts about you always expecting him to give 
in because he has spoiled you. So it works both ways, and 
usually leads to a scrap after a while—that is, if youre a 


both real live individuals. Marriage should help you 
maintain your individuality, and broaden you; not beat 
either one of you into submission to the other’s will. 

Suppose you hit an impasse. They come often in 
marriage, even in the happiest ones. Maybe you just 
can’t give up this time and John can’t either! 

Then draw lots as to what you will do, and abide by your 
luck. But don’t chalk up what fate decrees, against the 
other fellow on the balance sheet. That isn’t playing the 


game! 


SOMETIMES HOBBIES can become an irritation if you 
let them. 

Try to find out about your husband’s hobbies before you 
are married. Then if you love him in spite of his hobbies, 
let him have ’em, and take it on the chin! Don’t nag him 
about them, or try and break him of the habit—you'll only 
run into trouble. Remember, you most likely have interests 
that he thinks are “nutty.” If he nags you, tell him about 
it at check-up time and agree to a hands-off policy on 
hobbies. 

A hobby is something to occupy your mind and interest 
outside of your regular work, and it is as necessary to start 
a hobby in your young days as it is to start a savings 
account, if you are really to live a full life. 

When you are old, you may have saved enough to be 
comfortable physically; but there’s a good chance that 
you'll be discontented old people without any interests, 
when you are no longer able to run around or do your 
regular work. 

Some men have worked hard to make a living, or have 
concentrated only on business, and have not had time to 
find a hobby. It is up to you to help your husband discover 
that there are other things in the world besides his own 
little groove. 


Give him the stage and 
keep your hands off the fire 
— let him show off how 
good he is at camp cooking. 
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lf he won't give in, don't go mid-Victorian and cry all over 
the place. Handle him in the modern manner. 


In these days of shorter working hours, there is not the 
excuse of “‘no time.’”” High schools have free classes at night 
for adults in bookbinding, woodcarving, drawing, and a 
dozen other handcraft subjects. Maybe he has always liked 
rocks. What about a course in geology, or natural history, 
or bird lore? 

If he does not want to make that much effort, and 
likes to stay home when he gets there, what about a garden 
—even if it is only a window box or one of those balanced 
globes that are so attractive in a living room? 

Cooking is a grand hobby for men, and can be accom- 
plished right at home! 

But above all, don’t make him think it a duty affair; 
stimulate his own interests painlessly, by suggestion. 

And while we are about it, find something to absorb you 
that is outside the things you have in common. It is a great 
safety valve when everything goes wrong. 

If your husband takes up something new that you didn’t 
figure on, like turning into a tropical fish fan, go fishy with 
him once in a while, even if you don’t like fish. For instance, 
if in the morning he finds that the female guppy has 
become a mother during the night, don’t say: “For 
heaven’s sake don’t be so childish, John! Come and get 
your coffee; you’ll be late for the office!” 

Men are only boys, even the biggest shots of the lot. 
They can work up a kid enthusiasm in no time at all. The 
wise woman swims along with her man. 

Hang over the aquarium with him for just a minute or 
two and point out what funny little fins the babies have, 
and admire their eyes. He will adore you for being inter- 
ested. Then you can manage to pull yourself away from 
the tank and say, ‘“‘Well, this is grand fun, but we’ve got 
to eat.” 

He'll come like a lamb, and instead of hating you because 
you are not interested, he’ll think how swell you are, all 
the way to the office. 

Too much trouble? Not when you think of the happiness 
that comes back to you and helps cement your partnership 
tighter than ever. 


MOST MEN like woods and the country. They want to 
get away from city streets once in a while, and feel real 
earth under their feet when they hike. And they like to 
take a lunch along. But not thin sandwiches and fancy 
salad and a lot of cutlery and table linen. 

If a man is the wild kind, produce buns, butter and a 
hunk of steak to be broiled, with perhaps some lettuce in 
the head, and whole tomatoes {Continued on page 54} 
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Louise de Kiriline who nursed the quintuplets during their 
first most dangerous year, answers a personal question in an 
article which every Canadian will read with special interest 


Editor’s Note: This question was first pui to 
Madame de Kiriline during an editorial conference 
on her recent book “‘I Nursed the Quintuplets,” 
published first in Chatelaine. 

Mention had been made of the dramatic force 
which sent Madame de Kiriline from her comfortable 
home in Sweden, to the northern wildernesses of 
Canada. 

“What brought you to Canada?” one of us asked. 
“* Here you are, a woman reared in luxury, with every 
comfort of Europe, brilliant, cultured, speaking half a 
dozen languages. With all the world before you, why 
did you choose Canada? What made you select a tiny 
cabin buried in the forests of Northern Ontario as 
your home? Why did you come to Canada?”’ 

Here is Madame de Kiriline’s answer—a vital 
challenge to the interest of every Canadian. 


NE TIME this question was shot at me 
without warning at the end of an impres- 
sive interview. 

“Wie. kn ae eee 2550 E 
stammered hesitating, feeling almost as if I were a 
naughty girl caught not having learned my lesson. 

For a moment I must have looked like a very 
large question mark, just like the one my clever 
interlocutor put at the end of his startling query 
by tone of voice and the lift of eyebrows. 

So far, even in my own mind, I had never been 
confronted with the necessity of analyzing the 
underlying true reasons why Canada, of all the 
countries in the world, became my chosen country 
of adoption. Until now it seemed the most natural 
thing, a predestined course of events that, rather 
than becoming an American or a South African, I 
should have become a Canadian. It was as if I had 
pushed my red canoe out into the Canadian river 
and paddled downstream until I fell blissfully 
asleep in the bottom. And now someone shook me 
awake: 

“‘Why did you come here? I want to know.” 

I thought frantically. Surely there is a good 
answer to this question! Without strong and press- 
ing reasons no sane person leaves a fine native 
country to go out alone in search of a new home- 
land. Neither, having seen many other countries, 
does she choose one country in preference to all 
others in which to strike root anew upon impulse 
alone. I struggled for words. For there was an 
answer to this question. But the answer was a tale 
that I could not put into one short sentence. 

“Never mind, don’t tell me now. Tell me some 
time when the inspiration comes to you!” 


MY SWEDISH school geography spoke briefly of 
Montreal, Quebec, the grain market in Winnipeg, 
and the Rocky Mountains. Translated wild- 
western stories conveyed to me thrilling impres- 
sions of red-coated Canadian Mounted Police. At 
the Olympic Games in Sweden, 1912, a Canadian 
athlete, tanned and sinewy and with a large red 
maple leaf on his chest, won the peculiar walking 
race. 

But it was in Russia that, for the first time, I 
heard the name of Canada mentioned loud enough 
to prick my ears to listening, and the speaker was 
an Englishman. He had spent thirteen years farm- 
ing in Saskatchewan. Now in 1919 he was a veteran 
aviator of the Great War on duty with the British 
Expeditionary Forces at the North-Russian fremit 
against the Bolsheviks. 

One early morning he dropped out of the sky 
several hundred miles from his own base. He made 
a perfect landing just on the right side of the 
undefined and often interrupted front-line of 
Pinega in the heart of the vast sub-Arctic forests 


of Russia. Lost in the fog of the morning, he 
narrowly escaped the fate of being made prisoner 
by roving Bolshevik patrols. 

It happened that my young Russian husband 
was stationed at Pinega as a liaison officer between 
the British troops and the Russian White Army. 
And I was with him, serving as a nurse in the 
British soldiers’ ward of the Russian hospital. It 
also happened that when the English flier unhooked 
the bombs from the undercarriage of his plane to 
remove them to the ammunition storeroom, one of 
them exploded. Shortly afterward, suffering from 
bad burns, he was admitted to the hospital and put 
into my charge. 

In the course of time the pain of the man’s burns 
grew less. And then, as I sat listening to him, the 
bleak ward of the small Russian hospital far up 
under the Arctic Circle faded beyond vision. For 
with the eloquence of eager enthusiasm he filled my 
ears with fascinating tales of a far-off country of 
the gods—Canada. 

He spoke of the small log cabin hidden among 
snow-heavy pines in the woods. It squats close to 
the ground, trustfully and humbly. It is so cosy 
and warm inside unless one happens to waken in 
the morning with the stove out and snow seeping 
through the cracks from the blizzard without. But 
beyond the cabin immense forests stretch that 
resound to the clang of the axe.. And where the 
forests end, the fertile limitless prairies begin, 
treeless plains where cattle graze and wheat grows 
and the horizon is free and distant as the end of the 
earth. 

But in this enchanted narrative there was noth- 
ing of towns and cities, of soot and dust. I caught 
but a vision of unlimited space and open fresh air, 
of freedom of movement and freedom of mind. 
Thus, with the enthralled brush of the Englishman, 
I painted my own picture of Canada. 


IN DUE TIME the British evacuated North 
Russia, and the Russian White Army was left to do 
battle alone against the Bolsheviks. To show their 
independence the Whites made a great push 
forward upon all fronts. And in the flush of hollow 
success the inevitable crash of all the White 
fronts was a little delayed. But soon it stole upon 
us relentlessly. Like a tornado sweeping over an 
enormous plain, the Reds came closer and closer. 
Wein the north were pushed to the very edge of the 
precipice. There was but one direction open to 
retreat—the trackless barren tundra northward to 
the dead shores of the Arctic Sea. But when the 
collapse of the front came, we fled to the south ina 
desperate stampede out into the night white with 
driving snow, far away through virgin forests, over 
rivers and lakes, straight into the inescapable 
dragnet of the enemy. And our forlorn attempt to 
break through to freedom and safety was dismally 
crushed and defeated. 

Then in the course of our long trail from prison 
to prison-camp, my husband and I looked out upon 
our uncertain future. Forgetting our vermin- 
infested surroundings and our empty screaming 
stomachs, we saw visions of peace and restfulness 
in the never-dying hope of another springtime. Our 
eyes went far beyond my native Sweden to Canada, 
the new land of promise and individual freedom, of 
which the Englishman had spoken so glowingly. 
And as we stood there hand in hand looking out 
through the barred window of the prison upon the 
melting snow in the April sunshine, my husband 
said: 

“If we live through this, somehow we'll get to 
Canada to begin all over again.” 

But out of the turmoil in Russia I came back to 
Sweden alone. {Continued on page 53} 
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Craftsmanship 


Many master furniture de- 
signers flourished during the 
eighteenth century, handing 
down to posterity a heritage 
of fine craftsmanship and de- 
sign which continues to 
influence and inspire our 
present day creators of fine 
cabinet work. This authentic 
Chippendale chair is pictured 
under the scrutiny of its 
creator Thomas Chippendale. 








ee 


ee 


It TAKES more than four legs, a back and 
a seat to make a Chippendale chair. 


It takes more than wood and metal, 
more than features and “gadgets”, to 
make a Westinghouse Radio. 


Every Westinghouse model presents a 
twofold example of craftsmanship and 
skill. . . outward beauty worthy of the 
finest traditions of the cabinet-makers’ 
art . . . richly satisfying performance 
which provides further evidence of West- 
inghouse engineering leadership. 


You'll never realize how great has been 
this engineering progress until you ex- 


Only Master Craftsmanship Can Infuse 
Wood and Metal with this Living Beauty 
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perience its results for yourself . . . the 
thrill of High Fidelity tone; the full 
orchestral volume of the Curvilinear 
speaker; the wizardry of Push-Button 
Automatic Tuning; the amazing simpli- 
city of the “Atlas of the Air” Short Wave 
Dial; the many new features that are now 
available to the owner of a Westinghouse 
radio. 


Westinghouse craftsmanship costs you 
nothing extra. You can enjoy it at the price 
of any other radio. Ask your Westinghouse 
dealer about the 21 new models, both 
A.C. and Battery types, priced from 
$39.50 up. 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO, LIMITED—Head Office and Factories: HAMIL TON, ONTARIO 
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failure. His baby vocabulary was entirely inadequate to 
bear expression of all the multitudinous things that ran 
through his head. He didn’t understand all that Roger said 
either, but by watching his brother’s face closely he dis- 
covered that Roger was bothered when he went over to 
the window and pulled the curtains aside while he stared 
out. But it was when he thrust his lower lip out as far as 
it would go and said mournfully, “I’d fink Muvver’d 
come!"’ that Roger dropped whatever it was that he was 
doing and said, “Come, kid. Let’s build a house!” or 
“Let’s read about Peter Rabbit!” or even, if Mrs. 

Muller was good-natured, and it wasn’t washday or 

anything like that, ‘‘Let’s go out into the kitchen and 

make some candy!” 

Just Mother being away wasn’t all that was different 
either. Stan and Johnny and Roger were different. 
Now they were almost always home in the evenings. 
Before, when Mother was there, Dickie only saw his big 
brothers at dinnertime. The rest of the time they were 
away. Part of it was because Johnny went to high school 
and Stan went to college and Roger, who was through 
co, ge, had a job with a law firm downtown. Of course, 
that was for the day. But they’d never been home in the 
evenings either. Johnny played basketball and swam in 
the Y pool and Stan, who had “Ec” to get or something 
called ‘‘Polly Si,” went to the library and filled black 
notebooks full of a small beautifully legible handwriting, 
and Roger had dates and they weren’t at all like the 
dates that Mother stuffed with nuts and rolled in sugar 
at Christmas time. Having a date, when it was Roger, 
meant dressing up, “making himself beautiful’’ as 
Mother had called it with a laugh in her voice. It meant 
something called a “tux” and a white scarf and much 
careful tying of a black tie. It meant that Roger was 
forever being called away from the dinner table to hold 
long telephone conversations with miscellaneous girls 
all variously named, Peggy and Jean and Dot and even, 
in one instance, piquantly, Biddy. It meant, too, that 
having dates kept Roger much too busy to play with 
a little brother. But that Dickie hadn’t minded. Be- 
cause he’d had Mother. 

Now, rather inexplicably, he had Roger and he didn’t 
have Mother. Now it was Roger who helped him dress 
in the mornings and it was Roger who undressed him at 
night and who bathed him and tucked him into bed and 
who got up in the middle of the night when he called for 
a drink. It was Roger who, when Dickie woke up scream- 
ing, jumped out of his own bed and lifted Dickie up, 
blankets and all, and held him closely until he stopped 
shaking and then finally took him into his own bed 
where Dickie promptly fell asleep, his head on Roger’s 
shoulder and one hand filled with a fistful of Roger’s 
pyjama jacket. 

Roger, or any of them, never knew just what these 
nightmares were all about. Dickie couldn’t tell them. 
He only shivered if they asked him. Mrs. Muller said 
that it must be dreams. She said all children had bad 
dreams and that Roger, against her express advice, had 
insisted upon giving Dickie a piece of chocolate cake. 
Chocolate cake, she averred, would upset any child to 
say nothing of one with as sensitive a stomach as Dickie 
possessed — 

But it wasn’t the chocolate 
cake. Dickie knew that. It was 
quite simply that out of the 
hugeness and blackness that was 
the world at night came like a 
thunderbolt the crushing con- 
viction that now there wasn’t 
any use for him to stand and 
watch for Mother at the window. 
There never had been any use. 
Because Mother wasn’t coming. 
She never would come any more. 

It was that certainty that 
drove him screaming and shaking 
into Roger’s arms, into Roger’s 
bed. But, dear as Roger now was 
to him, he hadn’t been able to 
tell him. He’d tried but it 
hadn’t been any good. All he’d 
been able to sob out was, “‘Muv- 
ver—Muvver—” and Roger had 
patted him on the back and said 
soothingly, “I know, old boy. 
It’s tough. But, look here, you 
come on and get in my bed with 
me and see if that won’t help a 
little.” 

It had. Roger’s arms were 
strong and the bed was warm 
and Roger’s heart, close against 
his ear, kept pumping away 
rhythmically, thump after 
thump, so that presently Dickie’s 
eyes closed in spite of himself 
and he slept. 

But, after that night, he never 
said, “I’d fink Muvver’d come!” 


again. What was the use of saying it if it wouldn’t ever be 
so? He didn’t know how or why he knew she wouldn’t 
come. He just knew. 

The others were relieved that he’d stopped saying it. 
Mrs. Muller said that it just went to prove that children 
will forget anything, even their mothers, given time enough. 
Johnny, however, didn’t agree. He said that whoever said 
kids forgot didn’t know much about them. He said, “Look 
at him some time. He wanders about just like a homeless 
puppy. You’d think he didn’t even know where he was any 


She didn't see him at all. But something in Dickie's lonely little soul 
responded to her — he began to run and hugged at her knees. 






PY 34 
Rey, 


Q 














































23 


more, and watching his actions, you’d think he was lost!’ 

He was. That was what they didn’t know. None of 
them. Not even Johnny who had guessed. All that had 
been stable in his little world had vanished over night. 
And what was left had suffered its own alchemic change. 
The house was there, of course. It was the same house that 
Dickie’d always known, and the rooms were the same rooms 
and the furniture was the same furniture. Only 

There never were open fires in the fireplaces now—Mrs. 
Muller said fires were nasty, dirty things—and the low 
table in front of the davenport had no work 
box spilling with delicate lines and gold- 
handled scissors and strands of rainbowed 
silks, The glass candy jar still stood on the 
mantel but there was nothing in it, no lemon 
drops, acridly, puckeringly sweet to a little 
boy’s tongue, nor red-striped peppermints nor 
even cinnamon rounds like bits of ruby fire. 
Down in its dusty depths were a few crumbs 
of a lime square. Dickie had fingered them 
meditatively. Wouldn’t there ever be candy 
there again, he wondered hopelessly. He 
wished that Roger liked candy because then 
perhaps— 

Whatever Roger liked they were sure to 
have. Flowers, for instance. Mrs. Muller 
didn’t like flowers. She said they were a nuis- 
ance, always dropping petals over everything. 
She put all the pretty vases away on a top 
shelf in the cupboard and there they would 
have stayed if Roger hadn’t made her take 
them down again. Roger was always coming 
home with long green boxes filled with’ tissue 
paper and fragrance. Then, while Mrs. Muller 
grumbled, the vases would be brought down, 
and Dickie would stand watching as the 
sprays of narcissi and roses were lifted out, 
damp and sweet from their shroudings of oiled 
paper, and he’d sniff rapturously, his eyes 
closed ecstatically, and his little nose wiggling 
like a rabbit's. ; 

Because: reses were something more than 
just roses t6 Dickie. In some queer way their 
fragrance ,was the fragrance of Mother. The 
scent of roses had encompassed her. It had 
stirred from her hair, breathed from the lovely 
laces and chiffons and wadded satins in which 
she had dressed the last while, from the multi- 
tude of small pillows that had been scattered 
over bed and lounge chair. Even now, just to 
open the door of the Room was to release a 
breath of beauty. 

Not that Dickie had the chance very often. 
If there was one place in the world that was 
forbidden to him, it was the Room, and, 
equally, with the determination that thwarted 
persistently enough and without apparent 
reason may approach a mania even in the 
smallest child, the Room was the one place 
in the world that Dickie wanted to be. 

Once upon a time it had been known as 
Mother’s room. Farther back than that it had 
been Daddy’s room also, although Dickie had 
long since forgotten the quiet greyish man who 
had gone away before Mother did. Now it 
belonged to no one. It hadn’t since Mother 
went away. It was quiet and dark and lone- 
some and there was nothing in it, save the 
faint pervading scent of roses that clung to 
the hangings and breathed from the half- 
opened drawers, to remind a little son of the 
gracious presence that had once been there. 

It wasn’t that Dickie did anything so ter- 
rible when he did go to the Room. He only 
pushed the door open and stood on the thresh- 
old. He never even ventured in very far. 
Once he had tiptoed to the foot of the bed but 
the taffeta spread that had always been folded 
and laid across a chair when Mother was 
there was stretched smoothly over nothing; 
and the bed, the dear bed into which it had 
been his most precious privilege to climb even 
when Mother was the sickest and the nurse 
was the most emphatic about his lying quietly, 
was flat, empty, and the flatness, the empti- 
ness, struck black terror to his soul so that he 
had found it impossible to stay there. He had 
turned and fled and in the hall he had run into 
Roger and clung to him while he sobbed 
brokenly for a long time and Roger patted his 
shoulder and stared into nothingness with eyes 
that were all at once bitter and old. 

It was then that Roger had made the Room 
forbidden ground. Dickie was not to go there 
any more. Never. Roger wanted him to 
understand that. 

Mrs. Muller, at odds with Roger as re- 
garded most of the things that concerned his 
small brother, agreed. {Continued on page 59} 
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OWADAYS life for Dickie was, more than anything 
-™} else, like living in a fog. One of the kind of fogs 
that settle down over low, water-locked land as 
soon as the sun goes down, giving the commonplace- 
ness of everyday a touch of the fourth dimension. It is not 
that anything is changed. All the old familiar landmarks 
are there. It is simply that the fog has distorted them out of 
all recognizing. 
It had been like this ever since the day the men in white 
clothes came and carried Mother away. Four of them had 
brought her down and then, at the foot of the stairs, she 
had said imploringly, “Just amoment, may I? My baby—”’ 
Dr. Meadows had made a sign with his hand and some- 
one had lifted Dickie up beside her and Dickie promptly 
put his face down against hers and crooned, “‘Ah-ah-ah- 
ah-ah!” as he always did when he loved her very much. 
Then, almost at once, he sat back and touched her face 
with one small exploratory finger. For there were tears in 
Mother’s eyes. One meandered slowly down her cheek to 
be lost in the hollow of the pillow under her head. Dickie’s 
face became very solemn. He looked frightened and then 
his face puckered up as if he were going to cry. Mother 
stopped that. She pulled his face down against hers once 
more and summoned a laugh from somewhere. ‘Listen, 
darling, Mother’s going away for a little while. But she'll 
come back again and when she does she’ll be able to play 
games with you all day long. Won't that be fine? So you'll 
be a good boy, won’t you, darling? And you'll do just what 
Roger and Mrs. Muller tell you until Mother comes back 
again—” 
Dickie had nodded and then Roger, who was his biggest 
brother, lifted him away from Mother and swung him high 


up to his shoulder which was the place in all this world that 


Dickie dearly loved to sit. And the men had carried 
Mother away. 

But all this had happened long ago. Remembering how 
long ago, Dickie gave a little sigh. Surely it was time for 
her to be coming back. Nobody mentioned Mother any 
more, not Roger nor Stan nor Johnny nor even Mrs. 
Muller who was the housekeeper and who looked after 
him while the others were gone. They didn’t like him to 
talk about Mother either, and they didn’t want him to 
stand at the window and press his nose against the glass 
while he watched to see if she weren’t coming at last. Mrs. 
Muller muttered about the curtains getting mussed and, 
while Roger didn’t say anything about the curtains, he did 
say that it was cold over in that corner and why didn’t 
Dickie come and build blocks or look at his picture books 
or play with his electric train. 

Dickie had tried unsuccessfully to explain just why it 
was necessary for him to watch out of that window but 
nobody listened. They didn’t understand it was because 
Mother said she was coming back and if he weren't at the 
window he’d miss waving to her. Any time she’d gone away 
before—downtown to shop, or all dressed up to a party, or 
even to church on Sunday mornings—she always came back 
along this street, and Dickie, watching from the vantage 
point of the huge old window, would give his little shout of 
joy at sight of her and strike the glass with his hands as he 
waved frantically, up to the very moment the front door 
opened and Mother was inside and he could run and bury 
his face against the lovely comfort that was her. 

That was what he’d tried so hard to tell Roger. Perhaps 
the fact that he was only three had something to do with his 
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“Children always forget 
they said. But Dicky didn’t 
find himself until after 
a miracle gave him back 
the richness of love that 


was his due 


by EDITH HOWIE 
Illustrated by Jacek Keay 
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Under the microscope, the oil glands 

were seen to be healthy again. The 
dried-up, flattened skin cells were 
rounded out. The shrunken tissues were 
normal again! 


Four YEARS AGO, scientists 
first learned that a certain known 
vitamin heals wounds, burns, infec- 
tions—quicker and better. 

They found that certain harsh, dry 
conditions of the skin are due to 
insufficient supply of this vitamin 
in diet. 

This was not the “sunshine vita- 
min.” Not the orange-juice vitamin. 
Not “irradiated.” But the “skin- 
vitamin.” 

This vitamin helps your body to re- 
build skin tissue. Aids in keeping 
skin beautiful. 


Of great importance to women— 


Here was something that might be of 
great importance to women. 

Pond’s requested biologists of high 
standing to study what would be the 
effects of this “skin-vitamin” when put 
in Pond’s Creams. 

For over three years they worked. 
Their story is told you above. Also the 





story of the women who used the new 
Pond’s “skin-vitamin” Creams — and 
came back asking for more! 


Today—we offer you Pond’s new “skin- 


vitamin” Creams! 


In the same Pond’s Creams— 


The new Pond’s “skin-vitamin” Creams 
are the same creams you have always 
known—with the active “skin-vitamin” 
added. In the same jars, with the same 
labels, same price. Use them the same 
way you did the old. Now this new in- 
gredient, the active “skin-vitamin,” gives 
added value to the millions of jars of 
Pond’s Creams used by women every year. 

Try Pond’s new “skin-vitamin” Cream 
for yourself—today. On sale everywhere. 

v v v 
POND’S COLD CREAM—Cleanses, clears, softens, 
smooths for powder. Pat it in briskly to invigor- 
ate the skin; fight off blackheads, blemishes; 
smooth out lines; make pores less noticeable. 


Now contains the active “skin-vitamin.” 


POND’S VANISHING CREAM — Removes rough- 
nesses; smooths skin instantly; powder base. 
Also use overnight after cleansing. Now contains 
the active “skin-vitamin.” 

POND’S LIQUEFYING CREAM—Quicker melting. 
Use for same purposes as Pond’s Cold Cream. 
Now contains the active “skin-vitamin.” 


FINALLY... we gave Pond’s new “skin-vitamin” 
Creams to women to try. For four weeks they 
used the new creams faithfully—women who had 
been using other creams before. Three out of every 
four of them came back asking for more. And 
these are the things they said: “My skin is so much 
smoother.” “My pores are finer!” “My skin has a 


NOW IN PONDS CREAMS 
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livelier look now.” “Lines are disappearing?’ . .. 

Exposure is constantly drying this necessary 
“skin-vitamin” out of the skin. Now, Pond’s new 
“skin-vitamin” Cream helps to bring it back! If 
your skin shows signs of deficiency in “skin-vita- 
min,” try Pond’s new “skin-vitamin” Cream—today. 
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LABORATORY TESTS on rats were We fed rats a diet completely lacking 


in “‘skin-vitamin.” Their skin grew 
harsh, dry, scaly—old looking. Under 
the microscope, the oil glands were 
dried up, the tissues of the skin were 
shrunken. 


conducted for over three years.... 
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Then we applied Pond’s new “skin- 

vitamin” Creams daily for three 
weeks. The rats were still on a diet com- 
pletely lacking in ‘‘skin-vitamin”’—yet, 
with just this application of the cream 
their skin improved. It became smooth 
again, clear, healthy. 


Nowe new Geam 
brings to Nomen the active 


“Skin-Vitamin’ 


Copyright, 1937, Pond's Extract Company 
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IVE HIM PLENTY OF 


(| THIS VITAL FOOD 


ENERGY EVERY DAY 


The ‘‘champ’’ to his playmates... 
‘, but you know, mother, he is stilla 
», \ very little chap who burns up each 
day more bodily energy in propor- 
tion to his size than a grown-up. 
Breakfasts are supremely vital 
now. For he gets up in the morn- 
ing with his energy supply at a 
low point. His system calls for, 
craves, demands food energy to 
help him face the tremendously 
active hours just ahead. 
Delicious Cream of Wheat will 
help supply abundantly that daily 
food energy ... and will release 
it for use speedily, without bur- 
dening even delicate digestions. 
Join the millions whose chil- 
dren have thrived on Cream of 
Wheat during the past 42 years! 


ess than 12 cent a serving 
is the low cost of Cream 
of Wheat. This cereal cooks up 
to 6 times its original volume, so 
that each package yields over 50 "3 
generous helpings. It paystomake » 
Cream of Wheat your family breakfast cereal! 
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ticks to the ribs! Young 
‘systemscrave nourishmentlike ‘ 
&, this. Cream of Wheat offers 
’ carbohydrate for quick food 
energy, protein for muscle build- 
ing. Yet itisdigested withease. 
Digestion begins right in 

the mouth' 
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1 
VA million bowls served daily! 
That’s how youngsters love 
steaming hot Cream of Wheat, 
Only the best Canadian hard 
wheat from leading growing areas 
— heat-treated, purified and 
blended—can yield such matchless 
eet Sek aR flavor. Order Cream of Wheat now— 


Never sold loose in bags in hygienic packages sealed against 
. . only in this box. all taints and contaminations, 


uick food energy of 

the sort your own® 

doctor will tell you 

your child needs for activity and 
growth. This famous hot cereal pro- 
vides it abundantly. As part of an 
adequate diet, it also helps stimulate 


steady, natural weight gains. Made in Canada from best 


suverware! Wm. A. Rogers Al heavy silver plate, 
made by Oneida, Lid. See offer on Cream of Wheat 
package. The Cream of Wheat Corporation, Winnipeg. 
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My; Kind of Woman 


(Continued from page 9) 





ice cream cone once,” I reminded her. 
“He was going to give it to me until you 
came along.” 

“That was the day you held his pony.” 

wae ge 

“Burk, if you don’t land anything with 
any of the syndicates and if you'd like to 
try advertising—” 

“No, thanks,” I said promptly. “You 
mustn’t saddle your husband with a lot of 
cripples. Besides, I’m going to stay in 
Baywater.” The idea had not occurred to 
me before, but now it came full force. 
“I’m going to start a newspaper.” 

“Oh, Burk!’”’ There was dismay in her 
voice. 

“Baywater and the surrounding country 
is large enough to support a local paper. 
I probably won’t have much money for a 
long time, but one of these days you'll hear 
from the Baywater News. Anyway I'll be 
doing what I want to do and giving my 
provincial slant free rein.” 

“I'd rather see you go back and whip 


Montreal. 

“Well, you whipped it. One from Bay- 
water’s enough.” 

I was sincere now. All in a twinkling it 
had happened. My agent had been right. 
A sudden enthusiasm ran through me like 

‘torrent. Tomorrow I would begin nego- 


ttiations. I did begin them and I was so 


busy for two weeks that Tiny complained 
one day that she saw me now only at meals. 

“You're going to be another Jarvis,”’ she 
said when, on my first free evening, we 
walked down to the docks. 

“Jarvis is all right,” I said stoutly. 

“Yes—in his way.” 

“His way is all right, too. I’ve changed, 
Tiny. I admire Jarvis and Dorothy more 
than any two people in the world. I guess 
you won’t be able to see it. You went to 
Montreal with nothing to recommend you 
but your ambition and your determination 
and you made a remarkable success, 
crowning it with an engagement to a rich 
young man who is a great deal more than 
merely a rich young man.” 

I paused for breath and saw that she 
was following me closely, her eyes wide. 

“You are going to Europe for your 
honeymoon. The whole world, Tiny, is at 
your fingertips. You will come back to a 
beautiful home, where you will be a sort of 
social queen. Beside all those things, what 
Jarvis and Dorothy have accomplished 
does seem rather insignificant. But I can’t 
help remembering that on Jarvis’ salary 
they have bought and paid for a home— 
I happen to know they are going to make 
the last payment Friday—and are raising 
two of the finest kids in the world. Right 
now they are dreaming finer dreams than 
you or I ever thought of. Take this sending 


‘Johnny to college. How in heaven’s name 


will they ever do it? But they know they 
will somehow.” 

For a long while she was silent, then her 
voice came with a brittle sharpness: ‘And 
I i that night six years ago. 
Dorothy slaving over a washtub and Jarvis 
pathetically juggling figures, trying to keep 
their expenses from outrunning their 


“Well, they did it.” 

But she was no longer listening to me. 
She was once again gazing down the bay. 
Down there the great house at Eagle Point, 
of which she was soon to be mistress, was 
a dark forttess against the sky. In a little 
while that castle of her dreams would blaze 
once more with lights and again resemble 
a great sea bird poised over the magnificent 
sweep of the bay. 


ON FRIDAY night, in celebration of the 
last payment on their home, Jarvis and 
Dorothy took Tiny and me all the way to 


Halifax for dinner and a show. Jarvis had 
a new suit and Dorothy a new dress and 
there was something alm@st pathetic in 
the way they gazed across the table at each 
other. And even in Tiny’s eyes I thought 
I surprised a misty tenderness. Returning, 
Jarvis said to me: “‘You drive. I want to 
be in the back seat and make love to my 
wife.’’ And now and then, as 'they sat back 
there, we could hear them humming the 
songs current in their courting days. 

Abruptly Tiny began to talk about 
Montreal and about Staige, about parties 
and shows and work and how splendid 
Staige looked in dinner clothes. To me it 
seemed that she purposely shut her ears to 
those two in the back seat, just as years 
ago she had turned her face from Bay- 
water. Two more days, she was saying 
now, and Staige would be here, Staige and 
his friends. 

Well, they came and I found myself 
liking Staige as well as ever. There wasn’t 
the least bit of patronage in his manner 
toward Jarvis and Dorothy; I think I would 
have killed him if there had been. He dis- 
cussed intelligently the packing business 
with Jarvis, complimented Dorothy on her 
home, and was grand to the children. 

The wedding was to take place in ex- 
actly one week. In the meantime there 
would be parties at Eagle Point, and of 
course Dorothy felt that she, too, must 
give a party. We saw little of Tiny: She 
was in a whirl most of the time, running 
hither and yon with a vitality that some- 
how distressed me. But I was in a whirl, 
too, completing plans for my paper, install- 
ing machinery, getting everything in 
readiness, for all the world like a doctor 
preparing for a blessed event. 

And I was happy, which seemed the 
important thing. 

Then came the night we all went to 
dinner at Eagle Point. I told Dorothy that 
in her place I wouldn’t leave the children 
alone in the house. But Dorothy said she 
and Jarvis would return immediately after 
dinner and not stay for the party after- 
ward. The children would be all right for 
that short while. Johnny was such a little 
man that he didn’t mind at all, she assured 
me, and Claire had such confidence in him 
that she would go right to sleep if he went 
to bed with her. 

After dinner I walked around the lawn 
with Tiny. Jarvis and Dorothy were linger- 
ing a few minutes for the sake of polite- 
ness. Tiny and I observed them leaning 
against the verandah railing gazing up 
toward Baywater. 

“They make a rather nice picture,” I 
said, hoping to irritate her. She said noth- 
ing. I continued: ‘They have achieved 
more, I think. than any two people I have 
ever known.” 

“*You certainly have the provincial slant, 
all right,”’ she remarked finally. And then: 
“Oh, Burk, please be nice to me on the 
last night we'll probably ever be alone.” 

“‘Well. agree with me sometimes, then.” 

“I do agree with you in many things. 
But—” Her voice trailed away. 

“What has the old ambition got to work 


for now?” I was, for some unaccountable 
reason, in a mean mood this night. ‘As I 
gently suggested to you once before, you've 
got the whole world at your little finger- 
tips. Where next, O Princess?” 

She hit me then and she didn’t hit me 
woman fashion with her open hand. It was 
a firm, hard fist that collided with my jaw 
and for a moment I glimpsed those dancing 
little lights that are called stars. Then we 
were standing about a foot apart and star- 
ing murderously at each other. What 
would have happened next I have no way 
of knowing, for there came an interruption. 
From the verandah above us Dorothy’s 
voice floated down. 

“There it is, Jarvis, way up there, our 
little house.”” Then she screamed, and the 
two words, “Oh, Jarvis!” will never fade 
out of my memory. 

No man ever drove a car as Staige 
Gibson drove his that night on that wild 
ride back to Baywater. But even then the 
whole lower part of the house was blazing 
when we got there. Neighbors were milling 
about in the yard and already the amateur 
fire department could be heard clanging on 
its way. 

“The children! The children!” a woman 
screamed. 

I found myself at the side of the house 
with a ladder. You couldn't go up the 
blazing pyre that was the stairs. At last 
I got the ladder against the sill of the 
window that opened on the children’s 
room. I went up that ladder as fast as I 
could, my lungs pumping, my heart threat- 
ening to pound itself out of my body. The 
window was locked. I smashed it with my 
fist and blood spurted and then began to 
run down my wrist. I think I tore the 
whole window out of its frame and hurled 
it to the ground. 

Then I was in the room and the children 
weren't there. Down a long and lonely dis- 
tance came a faint cry and I plunged into 
the hall. We learned later that they had 
awakened .and run for the stairs, but I 
didn’t know it then. Suddenly there was 
someone at my side and I knew instinc- 
tively that it was Staige Gibson. He was the 
kind who would be at your side. 

“All right, old man,” I heard him say 
through the swirling smoke, “‘let’s go.” 

We found them in their parents’ room, 
where they had fled after finding the stairs 
impossible. 

“You take Claire!” I shouted. “I'll 
bring Johnny.” 

Staige, with Claire in his arms, was out 
of the door like a shot. I threw Johnny 
over my shoulder. But I fell down going 
out of the door. Smoke smothered my 
lungs. A red, hungry tongue seared my 
shoulder. Stumbling, I charged down the 
hall. Staige met me at the door of the 
children’s room, jerked Johnny out of my 
arms, and rushed to the window. 

Down there somebody caught the kid 
when Staige dropped him. But I, too, had 
dropped. I remember waves of uncon- 
sciousness licking at me. Then powerful 
hands and arms had me. At the window 
Staige hesitated for a moment. There was 


TROUBADOUR—y Bennett Scott 


| sing the love songs of the ages, |, 
Who made the dreams Chaldean poets knew; 
| was the melody the long wind blew, 
And Sappho's love song throbbing to the sky. 
| was old Pindar's muse in Thessaly, 
That ever lovelier down th'Aegean grew; 
And lonely Keats, who quietly could view 
A life, to give his aching dream, and die. 


| am the soul of man. | am the dawn 
That breaks on his vague visions; for | know 
His caged and earth-bound hunger, and his need 
For still eternal Beauty, that will go 

Through the great dark when this dim light is gone, 
A sonnet soaring starward, or a creed. 
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no net. I was too heavy to drop. Staige 
got me over his shoulder and went down 
the ladder. 

Someone threw water in my face. 
Somebody else loosened my _ clothes. 
Staige put an arm around my shoulder 
and drew me upright. ‘Some smoke-eater 
you are, old man,”’ I heard him say. Over 
yonder the amateurs were plying the 
flames with water, but it wasn’t any use 
now. The house was going like a tinder 
box. Vaguely I saw figures running hither 
and yon, people gone crazy with the fear 
that strikes into every heart at sight of 
fire. 

I took an experimental step or two and 
found my strength returning. I saw Staige 
standing with his arm around Tiny. He 
seemed a bulwark and I could understand 
now some of the things she had told me 
about him. Tiny had the children huddled 
in the curve of her arms. Jarvis and 
Dorothy I did not see. 

“Somebody probably got careless with a 
cigarette,” a voice said at my elbow. 

“That’s as good a guess as any,” I 
answered harshly. 

“Did Jarvis have any insurance?” 

“No!” I said, more harshly than before, 
and stood there gazing in horror as one side 
of the upstairs caved in. Yes, somebody 
had probably got careless with a cigarette 
in the hurry of dressing for the dinner party 
and it had lain smoldering away, in a rug 
perhaps, until the time was ripe. 

Anyway there it went, the house of 
Jarvis and Dorothy. There in the flames 
lay every material thing they had in the 
world. I knéw that after the last payment 
and the spree in Halifax they had less than 
fifty dollars in the bank. I thought of that 
gay night in Halifax and something seemed 
to let go inside me. 

I saw them now. They were standing as 
close to the monster as the heat would 
permit. A man came up and said some- 
thing to Jarvis. My brother did not answer. 
A woman put her arms around Dorothy, 
but Dorothy moved closer to Jarvis. 
After a while people fell back and left them 
standing there. 

Then I heard a voice behind me, the 
sure, strong voice of Staige Gibson lowered 
to a whisper: ‘‘Never mind, Tiny, I'll give 
them a new home.” 

I looked again at my brother and his 
wife. They had drawn together now. Sud- 
denly they straightened, as if casting a 
defiant challenge into the teeth of all the 
adversity in the world. I saw their hands 
touch and cling. 

“Did you hear me, Tiny? I’ll give them 
a new home.” 

Then Tiny’s voice: ‘‘No, Staige. You 
can’t give them a new home. For one 
thing, they aren’t the kind to take it. 
And—” The rest of her sentence trailed 
away, but from the corner of my eye I saw 
her suddenly fling her arms around Staige’s 
neck and kiss him. When she spoke again, 
the words reached me clearly: ‘There 
never was anyone like you, Staige. But— 
I—” Then the words came with a rush: 
“I’ve got to stay in Baywater and—and 
help run a newspaper. I guess I can’t make 
you understand and I want to so much. 
Please, Staige.” 

For a moment he was silent, standing 
very tall and very straight in the shadow 
of the oak; then he gave that terse, clipped 
expression which has become an earmark 
of our day and time. He said: “Okay. 
I think I do understand.” 

Then he took her by the arm and the 
next moment they were beside me. We 
looked at each other across the girl. 
Staige grinned. ‘‘So long, old man,’ he 
said, ‘‘and good luck.”” We shook hands 
silently, and then he was moving away, 
crossing the lawn in gallant strides. 

For a long, long while Tiny and I stood 
there silent, gazing at Jarvis and Dorothy 
silhouetted against the bright background 
of the flames. At last Tiny said: “You 
wereright . . . Already they’re building 
again—dreaming other dreams.”” Her arm 
slipped through mine and she stood just 
as straight beside me as Dorothy stood by 
Jarvis, 
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lustre that make her hair the loveliest in 
Hollywood. Jeanette is a real titian. 

I saw Bette Davis pouring tea at a small 
gathering, for the benefit of a once-famous 
actress. She paid this now-elderly woman 

and you’d recognize her in a moment if 
ethics didn’t dictate that I leave her un- 
named—as much attention and as much 
grace as though she still were a top-rank- 
ing favorite. 

Afterward, I learned that Bette had 
turned down an invitation to pour simi- 
larly at the salon of one of Los Angeles’ 
most socially-distinguished hostesses, that 
same afternoon. 

Occasionally, I drop by the Harold 
Lloyds’ to play tennis with Mildred. Theirs 
is one of the most beautiful and spacious 
estates in the whole of filmland, with its 
sunken gardens, flower houses wherein 
grow rare plants, rolling lawns, a_nine- 
hole golf course, the colony’s finest swim- 
ming pool, solariums and a championship 
tennis court. (I’ve mentioned only a few 
features.) Mildred, whom I’ve known 
ever since she was Harold’s leading lady in 
his two-reelers, is a charming hostess and 
one of the most popular young women in 
Hollywood. And, darn it, she always beats 
me at tennis! 

Last week, I went out to the Fox studio 
to interview Ann Sothern, at the time co- 
starring with Jack Haley in “Danger— 
Love at Work!” The interview was char- 
acteristic of the leading glamor queens of 
the screen, when they are working in a 
picture. 

We lunched in her French-motifed 
dressing-room suite, and while I lounged in 
an easy chair, pulled up to the small table 
on which the maid had placed a large silver 
tray with delicacies she had prepared at 
home, Ann, the picture of loveliness, 
reclined, in a pastel-colored negligee, on 
the couch. Only through such rest, 
caught haphazardly at the noon hour, are 
stars able to look their prettiest when they 
return to the set for the afternoon’s shoot- 
ing. 


* * * 
‘ 


I CAN REMEMBER WHEN . 

Marlene Dietrich insisted upon wearing 
pink organdie dresses and large picture 
hats. 


Franciska Gaal, the new Hungarian 
actress who makes her Hollywood 
debut in "The Buccaneer,” 





Gary Cooper was as bashful as 
young schoolboy. 

Charles (Buddy) Rogers—now wed to 
Mary Pickford—wondered if he would 
ever meet any big stars. 

Fay Wray let long curls hang down her 
back and was the most unsophisticated 


girl in the colony. 
* af *x 


any 


CECIL B. DE MILLE always celebrates 
the first day of every picture he com- 
mences, and on “The Buccaneer”’ he in- 
vited all his friends to join him—after 
watching Fredric March enact a scene as 
the early pirate chieftain—in a specially- 
prepared Creole repast. Every dish was 
strictly of the period——-about 1812—and 
the meal was climaxed by a huge cake 
which the Governor of Louisiana had sent 
to the director-producer. It was a glittery 
affair, for intermingled with the guests were 
the cast-members, in their colorful raiment. 
Franciska Gaal, the new Hungarian act- 
ress whom de Mille imported to enact the 
leading feminine role, appeared especially 
fetching in her billowy costume. 

There are certain young players new to 
the screen whom I would advise you to 
watch in months to come. They show un- 
usual promise. 

First of all, there’s Jane Wyman, who 
played Kenny Baker’s leading lady in 
“Mr. Dodd Takes the Air.’”’ She’s pert and 
attractive, and a rousingly good come- 
dienne. And, speaking of this picture, 
there’s young Mr. Baker himself, who is a 
comer of parts. He resembles Dick Powell. 

Then, Judy Garland, although still quite 
youthful, stops every show she’s in. 
Watch for her in “Broadway Melody of 
1938.” Olympe Bradna, another young- 
ster, is destined for a brilliant future—she 
played the little French girl in “Souls At 
Sea”—and Wayne Morris and Tony 
Martin, glimpsed respectively in ‘Kid 
Galahad” and “Life Begins In College,” 
hold an extraordinary appeal for audiences. 
If my guess is worth anything—and I’m 
banking on my knowledge of acting— 
you're going to see and hear a great deal of 
all these young performers. 

+ + 


I KNOW this sounds like a gag . . . but 
it’s true, so ’elp me. While dining in one 
of the popular night spots the other 
evening, the Marx Brothers sat at the 
next table to my party. What happened? 
Plenty! Harpo suddenly produced a deck 
of cards, and right there in the middle of 
the café he and his mad brothers started 
playing a game of Bridge! 

Yes, it WAS ridiculous . . . but you 
should have heard the other diners—and 
these included Errol Flynn, Mischa Auer, 
Gail Patrick, Rochelle Hudson, Ann 
Sothern and Glenda Farrell—take it big. 


* * * 


IMPRESSIVE indeed were the memorial 
services for George Gershwin, attended by 
Filmdom’s Famous. Admission was by 
card only, and the public was excluded. 
Hollywood wanted to honor its own, in its 
own way. I’ve seldom felt such reverence 
as settled down over that vast throng, and 
as we left the church few words were 
uttered. Everyone went directly to his car. 
Gershwin’s passing is a great loss, not 
only to Hollywood but to the world. 


o* * + 


WHEN YOU Meet Them On the Set: 

Carole Lombard will talk about what 
fun she had the evening before . 

Barbara Stanwyck will tell you about 
her racing stables . 

Shirley Temple will ask if you’d like to 
see her new puppy, and have you a 
a 

Marlene Dietrich is very polite, but 
distantly so... 

Eleanor Powell will start pumping you 
about yourself, and instead of you inter- 
viewing her she will interview you. . . 

Joan Blondell eventually will get around 
to the subject of either her baby or her 
husband. 

Do you wonder I like to wander about 
the studios? Wouldn’t YOU? 

See you next month! 


) 
| 





DON'T LOOK NOW, PETE- 

BUT THAT MRS. ROYCE 

IS EVEING THE TABLE- 
CLOTH AGAIN! 








Bird alive, how people’s eyebrows do go 
up—if there’s the faintest hint of tattle- 
tale gray in your linens and things. 

But why risk it? Why put up with half- 
clean clothes—when Fels-Naptha Soap 


1 TOLD YOU SHE'D NOTICE !.. 
THAT LAZY SOAP OUR LADY 
USES DOESN'T WASH CLEAN. 
| WISH SHE'D CHANGE TO 
FELS-NAPTHA SOAP AND GET 
RID OF TATTLE-TALE GRAY 


£P 


makes it so easy to hurry out ALL the dirt. 

That’s because Fels-Naptha brings you 
two peppy cleaners instead of one. Its 
richer golden soap and lots of naptha loosen 
the grimiest, deep-down dirt. When the 
wash is over, your clothes are so sweet 
and white it’s a thrill to iron them. 

You'll love the gentle way Fels-Naptha 
treats your hands, too. There’s soothing 
glycerine in every golden bar. 

Ask your grocer for Fels-Naptha today 
and try it! You'll have easier washes! 
Lovelier washes! And none of that pesky 


tattle-tale gray! COPR. FELS & Co., 1937 


BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY” 
WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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HIS healthy youngster has good 

hearing, which a wise mother will 
guard as a precious jewel. 
Many ear troubles begin in early child- 
hood, though the hearing may show no 
impairment until later. To prevent loss 
of hearing, the difficulty must be 
Recovesed early. From babyhood on, 
every examination by a doctor should 
include the ears. Many modern schools 
are equipped with accurate instruments 
called audiometers for testing the 
hearing of every child. 
Impairments of hearing often follow 
the common diseases of childhood. A 
safe rule is to have the doctor examine 
your child’s ears after any infectious 
disease. Never regard an earache as 


unim: t, nor undertake to apply 
pools setae a physician's advice. 
Hot sweet oil dropped into the ear has 
been known to cause permanent injury. 
A sudden blow on the head may result 
in deafness. 

Deafness may come on so gradually that 
a child does not realize what is happen- 
ing to him. If he falls behind in his 





classes, it may be because of poor 
hearing. Often a watchful mother can 
sense when her child is growing hard 
of hearing; one sign is the habit of 
turning his head a little to hear. Delay 
in treatment may condemn him to a 
life of loneliness and unhappiness. 


When a physician finds that a child's 
an can not be brought back to 
normal, he usually advises the study of 
lip reading. Classes in lip reading are 
becoming a feature in an increasing 
number of schools, as more teachers 
are trained for this work. A child who 
learns lip reading can keep up with 
his class and lead the life of a normal, 
happy youngster. 


Some good hearing aid may be neces- 
sary. If so, be sure to have an ear 
specialist advise and help you make a 
choice. Follow his advice as willingly as 
you would an eye specialist’s prescrip- 
tion for glasses. 

The Metropolitan will gladly mail you, 
free, its booklet “Hearing.” Address 
Booklet Dept. 10-L-37, Canadian Head 
Office, Ottawa. 
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What's Going On 


In Hollywood 


by WHITNEY WILLIAMS 


THIS HAS been a month of rather pictur- 
esque and extraordinarily interesting 
endeavor. . . 

Looking back over my diary I find that 
I either lunched with or interviewed some 
star of ranking importance exactly nine- 
teen days out of a working twenty-seven. 
And I dropped by several stars’ homes for 
cocktails, watched innumerable produc- 





Jane Wynd is 


an up-and-coming 

young lady since her appearance in 

“Mr. Dodd Takes the Air," and worth 
watching. 


tions in the making and caught most of 
the previews of the new pictures. 
Do you wonder that, once you’re of 
Hollywood, you have no desire to leave? 
* + 7 


SOME THIRTY miles from Hollywood, 
Samuel Goldwyn has erected a Chinese 
city, with walls fifty feet high and huge 
gates weighing five tons apiece. It was 
there that I locationed with Gary Cooper, 
to see for myself the exciting action that 
takes place in ‘Marco Polo.”’ Gary, of 
course, plays the title role. 

One scene showed Gary, in tattered 
robes and carrying Ernest Truex on his 
back, entering the palace-city of the great 
Khan. Stopped by the guards, he pre- 
sented his credentials—he was fresh in 
from distant Venice—and immediately 
was escorted by a detail of heavily-armed 
soldiers to the quarters awaiting him. The 
sun registered over 120 degrees, but each 
soldier, despite the heat, was garbed in a 
heavy red velvet undergarment, with 
armor weighing more than thirty-five 
pounds over it. 

All the world has read about the travels 
of Marco Polo. Goldwyn is producing it in 
light vein, with his tongue in his cheek, as 
it were . . . and Marco, when you see 
him, will be a truly delightful character. 
So, too, will be George Barbier, as Kublai 
Khan; Sigrid Gurie, as his daughter, the 
Princess Kukachin; and Basil Rathbone, 
a Saracen villain who will put an end to all 
villainy. He plays a scoundrel of scoun- 
drels—and how he’s loving it. And—more 
than two million dollars is being ex- 
pended in the producing of this film. 


* * * 


One day early in the month I jogged 
down to the beach home of Eduardo 
Ciannelli, whom you'll probably recall for 
his dastardly crimes in ‘Winterset,’ 
“Marked Woman,” and ‘Super-Sleuth.” 

Ciannelli, half-English despite his thor- 
oughly Italian appearance, is typical of the 
heavies of the screen. He is courtly, 
unusually polite, a gentleman to his finger- 
tips, possessed of a grand sense of humor 


and a great family man. You'll find these 
qualities predominant in the majority of 
the bad men who engage so gorily in their 
acting; when it comes to real manners and 
sane living they can give cards and spades 
to the handsome matinee idols who make 
the feminine hearts flutter with their every 


glance. 
ca * * 


SOME TIME ago, I overheard Charlie 
Chaplin refuse Paulette Goddard's plea to 
dance with her, one festive evening, at the 
Cocoanut Grove. He preferred to chat with 
Edgar Bergen, the ventriloquist, it seemed. 

I have this to add, now. Only a few 
nights back, at the Clover Club, I saw 
Charlie stage an impromptu rumba with 
Paulette, and to the screaming delight of 
the spectators put on one of the most hilar- 
ious terpsichorean exhibitions Hollywood 
has witnessed in years. 

I chanced to be at the airport when 
Simone Simon returned from the East. 
Also there were Ted Healy and his three 
stooges, the ones with whom he worked on 
the stage and in pictures some years ago. 
On the screen, they’re known today as The 
Three Stooges. 

As Simone, in all her glory, was posing 
for newspaper photographers, the trio 
espied her. As one man, they dashed 
toward her, threw their arms wildly about 
her and implanted kisses by the bushel 
upon her cheeks. The scene resembled a 
riot more than a welcoming gesture. 
Simone received their embraces with a 
startled scream, and cried, in her French- 
accented English, ‘‘Pleez, you mus’ not do 
thees again,” as she disentangled herself 
and fled. 

Katharine Hepburn still remembers the 
days she was struggling toward her career, 
and helps newcomers in the studio with 
invaluable advice. Jean Parker told me 
she learned more from Katie during the 
several weeks she worked with her in a 
picture than from all the directors whose 
productions she’s been in. And many a 
“bit’’ player can thank La Hepburn, too, 
for her going to bat for them. I know even 
extras who have won small parts because 
the star thought they had possibilities and 
asked the director to give them an oppor- 
tunity in her pictures. 

* * * 


A DAY’S WANDERING . . . 

Met Warner Baxter and he told me he 
was using his month’s vacation from acting 
to cruise off the coast of Lower—Baja— 
California. Lola Lane, so proud of the 
success of her two sisters, Rosemary and 
Priscilla, in ‘Varsity Show,” that she 
could talk about nothing else as we dipped 
cold borsch and sour cream. Barbara 
Stanwyck confided that she was forced to 
punish her young son, Dion, but that he 
only laughed when she spanked him and 
she was at her wit’s end what to do next. 
Richard Arlen debating, in the locker-room 
at the club, whether to return to England 
immediately for another picture or con- 
tinue his Hollywood career. Sitting with 
Joan Crawford on ‘“‘The Bride Wore Red”’ 
set, we reminisced about the days when 
she first came to Hollywood and won all 
those dancing contests. Joan was called 
The Dancing Girl of Hollywood then, and 
I was a young newspaperman who occa- 
sionally escorted her to parties. She still 
is the same Joan. 

* * * 
DID YOU know that Jeanette MacDonald 
always wears a wig in every picture, and 
that motion picture audiences have never 
seen her real hair? Reason for this is that 
the intense heat from the lights bleaches 
out her tresses and they lose the life and 
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Only the English, perhaps, take beauty into account in 
the very offices of government—which is why the for- 
tunate stranger bidden to the gay interlude of Tea on the 
Terrace at Westminster is often genuinely surprised. 


Here dignified Members and Lords of Parliament pause 
for an hour to welcome some of the world’s loveliest 
visitors. And here, too, is a valuable lesson in English 
beauty. For the grey old sunny terrace makes a perfect 
setting for such radiant, fresh young complexions that 
. Government Itself needs pause to admire them! Com- 
plexions treated almost always with one of the loveliest, 


simplest beauty regimes possible . . . that developed by 
the House of Yardley. 


Would you learn it for yourself? A few paragraphs suffice 
to tell it. . . just as a few moments a day will make it yours. 


First, a daily face bath with Yardley’s exquisitely gentle 
ENGLISH LAVENDER SOAP must never be neglected. 
It's the best way to keep your skin clear, fresh and glowing. 


Then a liberal application of Yardley’s snowy ENGLISH 
COMPLEXION CREAM ... You'll find it entirely different 
from any other. (You may also use YARDLEY’S SKIN- 


Yardley’s English Lavender—the lovable fragrance that is like no other—in smart containers, priced from 40c 
to $12. Yardley’s English Lavender Powder, in seven glorious shades including delicate English Peach and 
radiant Gipsy, $1.10. English Lavender Soap, 35c a large tablet, and English Complexion Cream $1.10. For 
skin aged or dried by climate, Yardley’s Skinfood $1.10, and Yardley’s Foundation, in the pale-rose container, 
at 85c. Yardley’s Cream Rouge 85c and Indelible Lipstick $1.10, to finish off! 
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eas fuses only His Poculy Core 


_ FOOD as many Englishwomen do, if your skin is over dry, 


and YARDLEY’S FOUNDATION if you prefer a special 
powder base.) 

Then, the finishing mist of YARDLEY’'S ENGLISH LAV- 
ENDER POWDER—a cosmetic treat so fresh and last- 
ingly vital you'll marvel at its beauty power. 

A few extra touches, if you wish them—but the main 
ritual of the English complexion has been accomplished. 
How wisely, you may quickly realise . . . for Yardley has 
placed these good things where you may find them at no 
great cost and very easily. Together with our famous 
bath things, cosmetics, toiletries and perfumes. In fine 
stores everywhere. Send for the new booklet, ‘Beauty 
Secrets from Bond Street’’, to tell you more about them! 
Address Yardley & Co., (Canada) Ltd. — Yardley House 
—Toronto, Ont. 


Yardley & Co. Ltd., 33 Old Bond Street, London, 620 Fifth Avenue 
(Rockefeller Centre), New York City; or Paris; Sydney, Australia. 


LAVENDER 
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ol 6. Here's that up-Irdadlown 
\ \ 7 hemline that lets you take™a 


middle course about - skirt 
Ys lengths. For evening they're up 
and down. This is both—it's 


youthful yet not too much so. 
And conservative 


7. Hats are high and 
wide — but what if 
you're too tall or 
your face is too full 
for that complete up- 
ward swing of brim? 


8. Too stout or old to 
wear those shimmering 
brocades and rich em- 
broidered lamés of the 
season? Then try them 
in jackets. Here's a 
short one that cuts 
height and is very, very 
smart — after the Span- 
ish version. Notice the 
straight, loose sleeves. 







Here are two new berets—a 
low droopy one and a flat 
scoop brim one. The top one is 
Molyneux's, the lower one is 
Alphonsine's, 


9. The longer jacket for the more mature or 

stouter woman. It's very gay with its Chinese 

embroidery in lacquered gold and colored 

pattern on satin. Your frock underneath can 

be as slim and simple and unobtrusive as 
you like, 





If you think you're too heavy for satin or the new metallic fabrics, use them 


sparingly as trimming or in gay ja: kets—or choose your satins with dull or crinkled 


or rough surfaces. 
And the hat situation is easily met by a little study of your type and the styles. 
lf you're too +g|| yc 
the milliner's clever art. 


can get hats that appear to be high and really aren't. Just 


33 


HEAVENS, THEY'RE 


NALLY, | THINK IT'S \p 


HER FAULT. HER BREATH IS— TALKING ABOUT ME! 


COULD THAT BE 
WHY JERRYS STAYING 
AWAY FROM HOME 

$O MUCH LATELY... 





MY MOUTH FEELS FRESHER 
AND CLEANER 
ALREADY! 


MRS.LANE SEES HER DENTIST 


EXACTLY! MOST BAD BREATH IS DUE 
TO DECAYING FOOD PARTICLES 
IN THE CREVICES BETWEEN THE 
TEETH. | ADVISE COLGATE’S DENTAL 
CREAM. ITS SPECIAL 
PENETRATING FOAM 


BAD BREATH 
COMES 
FROM TEETH? 









FRIDAY NIGHT—TWO WEEKS LATER 


i I'M HOME EARLY, DEAR! 
THOUGHT I'D TAKE MY BEST 
GIRL STEPPING TONIGHT! A 





















NO OTHER 
TOOTHPASTE 
EVER MADE MY 
TEETH SO BRIGHT 
AND CLEAN! 


SHE ACCEPTS 
WITH PLEASURE, 
DARLING! 











Most Bad Breath Begins 
with the Teeth! 


OU seldom suspect bad breath—in your- 

self. Even less, perhaps, do you suspect 
that by far the most common cause is... 
improperly cleaned teeth ! 















Yet authorities say decaying food deposits, 
in hidden crevices between teeth, are the most 
common source of this social handicap—and 
of much tooth decay. They advise Colgate’s 
Dental Cream. Its special penetrating foam 
thoroughly cleans these hidden crevices. At 
the same time, a soft, grit-free ingredient 
safely polishes enamel—makes teeth sparkle. 


So brush teeth, gums, tongue with Colgate’s 
at least twice daily. If not entirely satisfied, 








nai For 
send empty tube to COLGATE'S, Toronto, Coie 2S Who preg, 
and get double your money back. will ere > ental Powaat 
Coigate results, 
Large Tin 20c, c 








LARGE 

SIZE 20¢ 
SOUBLE size 35c 
MEDIUM SIZE - 10¢ 













eLPFUL HINT 
70 WIVES 


ON RELIEVING SEVERE 
HEADACHE AT TIMES 
WHEN YOU MUSTN’T FAIL 
















WHAT SHALL | DO ? 
BOB'S BOSS COMING 
TO DINNER— AND 
THIS HEADACHE 1S 
DRIVING ME CRAZY 


1 DON'T THINK — 
| KNOW ASPIRIN 


OH ANN— 
MY PAIN IS 













TERRIBLY BAD—/|| RELIEVES HEADACHE FAST. 
NOW YOU TAKE THESE 
TABLETS — IT’S JUST 
AMAZING HOW 
QUICKLY THEY 
TAKE HOLO 






WHY MARY— 
TAKE SOME 
ASPIRIN 





BOB, YOU HAVE 
A WONDERFUL WIFE — 
JUST THE KIND OF 
PEOPLE | CAN DEPEND 
ON. WHEN YOU GET 
_| YOUR NEXT PAY 
ENVELOPE GET READY 
FOR A SURPRISE 


| CAN’T BELIEVE IT — 
HARDLY A TRACE OF MY 
HEADACHE LEFT—! DON'T 
SEE HOW ASPIRIN 
CAN WORK SO FAST— 
HERE’S BOB AND 
MR. JONES NOW 


‘“‘ASPIRIN”’ 
so FAST 


Drop an “Aspirin” tab- 
let into a tumbler of 


water. 
By the time it hits the 
bottom of the glass i 


**taking hold’’ of head- 
ache and similar pain a 
few minutesafter taking. 





Insist on “Aspirin” if 
You Want Results Like This 











Everyone ought to know, headaches 
may be trouble signals. 

That is why we publish this ad- 
vice: Relieve the pain first—then if 
headache recurs, see your family 
doctor. Let him search for the cause. 


The inexpensive way to ease such 
pain—if you want fast results—is 
with ‘‘Aspirin’’. 

The instant such pain starts, 
simply take 2 ‘‘Aspirin”’ tablets with a 
half glass of water. Usually in a few 
minutes relief arrives. 


“Aspirin ” tablets are quick-acting 


DEMAND AND GET— 


because they disintegrate in a few 
seconds—go to work almost im- 
mediately after taking. 

@ “Aspirin” Tablets are made in 
Canada. “Aspirin” is the registered 
trade-mark of the Bayer Company, 
Limited. Look for the name Bayer 
in the form of a cross on every tablet. 





“ASPIRIN? wx. .00 
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1. Too stout for the new 
slimly draped sithou- 
ette? Not if you have 
one with a gracefully 
flowing scarf to empha- 
size up-and-down lines. 

















2. Does the new 
tight waistline make 
your bust too small? 
Not if you get this 
corseted effect with 
soft, deceptive tuck- 
ing above. And the 
vertical tucks in the 
lower one give you 
height and disquise 
too- wide shoulders. 
















3. Here's the perfectly draped 
bodice for the too-full-busted 
figure. See how the graceful 
lines and flowing sleeves and 
draped hipline take away from 
too much width above? 


d 4. Back fullness is new, and 
properly placed can do things 
to your figure. If your hips are 
too wide, start it below them. 

| If the pleats are folded in to 
the centre, you'll get a slen- 

derer figure and still be smart. 


5. Don't 

your waistline? Compromise! 
Here is the wide girdle waist 
that gives a low feeling yet 
keeps you trim through the mid- 
dle. And the wide sash for an 
evening frock does the same. 


Breaks height and adds youth. 


o ; 
? 
0 
Are you one of those wombn w 


© want to be smart, but are always finding 
that the new things don't "suit" you? Because this year there are so many interest- 
ing things you can do to make the most attractive new modes becoming to any 
type of figure. So it's just a matter of judgment. 


If you think you can't wear the new draped effects because you're too large, 
look to your foundation garments first of all. Then fix your, drapes to suit you— 
there's every type and desian. Folds, pleats, tucks, surplices are perfect either for 
disguising avoirdupois or filling out too-lean figures! 


7. 





! 
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What New York suggests you wear on first fall 
dates—to college—for afternoon teas and parties 


and the front in another — Yes! Two 
colors are better than one in many 
of the smarter dress-up frocks. 

& 

That "'corseted look" is seen at its 
lovely best in the formal mode, when 
satin, lace, velvet or brocade mold 
the figures in sculptured elegance. 
Many of the very smart dance dresses 
are ankle-length, and some of the 
formal gowns, ofttimes in rich bro- 
cades, are almost knee-length in front, 
dipping down to a graceful little train 
at the hack. 

& 

If you're going, to college, or if 
your life takes you out into the great 
open spaces for the bright fall after- 
noons, see to it that you have some 
of those ultra-smart corduroys ready 
for action. The Mexican planter's 
coat, with four large pockets, skirt 
to match or contrast in color, and a 
pair of slacks—all of these in cor- 
duroy — turns you loose on the 
campus or the fairway, as trim as 
you please. 

& 

Don't overlook the importance of a 
cosy knitted dress or suit. My, what 
comfort it will bring you all season 
long. Particularly lovely is a woollen 
frock in that new deep wine shade 
known as "Red = 


Antelope hats will go to all our 
heads this new season. And to carry 
out the theme properly, you should 
have a bag and shoes to match. 
Either in antelope or suede, such 
accessories are very popular for fall, 
and give a flourishing finish to your 
costume. 

® 

Remember always—when starting 
to assemble a season's outfit. Don't 
buy just one item. Buy an item 
thinking of it in other terms than just 
"something to wear.’ Look over your 
cupboard and take stock of your 
clothes. This suit would be ideal, with 
the right kind of blouse. You also 
need a separate skirt. When making 
the blouse and skirt purchase, re- 
member the suit hanging up at home 
and buy the sort of blouse to go with 
it, as well as with yowr new skirt. 


If you buy a hat, bag and shoes, 
get them remembering each other 
and the costume you plan to wear 
these with. Don't buy even a belt 
without seeing, in your mind's eye, 
how it is going to round out your 
costume schemes. 


Jewellery will be very popular this 
fall; cameos, pearls, heavy antique 
pieces are all good. 

Tiaras for your hair, either in jewels 
or flowers, will be more popular than 
even last winter and spring. 

Separate sashes to swathe around 
your waist—and probably last year's 
dress! — will do wonders for frocks 
either new or old. Veils will be very 
popular, and you should have more 
than one style to wear with a hat. 
Sometimes you want just a nose-veil; 
again, the same hat may take on 
new glamor for that movie date, if 
it is topped with a flowing circular 
veil, 





Huge bunches of violets, perched 
on either shoulder of a black dress, 
is a Paris note that cost a lot to be 
started on its style career, but which 
you can copy very effectively and 
Inexpensive Ye 


Skirts remain about fourteen inches 
from the ground.».But always re- 
membering—a sty de for you, 
and not you for the styl@mgame you look 
better in a longer dress, it is smarter 
to wear it longer. Don't spoil the 
appearance of a frock just to have 
it ‘fourteen inches from the ground." 
It may suit your figure to drop it two 
or three inches, and you'll still be 
smart. 


Again, remember that the molded 
waistline is flattering to most figures, 
but the molded hipline may not be. 
A skirt that is too tight over your 
hips has a nasty habit of puckering 
and really makes one look fat, when 
probably all one is is deliciously 
plump. 

High necklines continue to be very 
popular but again, remember that a 
smart style is a suitable style. If you 
are a trifle heavy through the 
shoulders and neck, a V'd neckline is 
more suitable, and therefore smarter 
looking. 


You'll be seeing all your old 
friends again — people you haven't 
seen since spring. Have them all 
saying: ‘How smart she looks. She 
seems to be much thinner." (New 
corsets, m' dears). ''And her face is 
much fresher.’ (Plenty of cold cream, 
ice rubs, and a new make-up kit). 
"And her walk is so much more grace- 
ful." (Better fitting shoes, with lowered 
heels). 

* 

You can easily face the fall look- 
ing "made over’ if you choose your 
new fall outfit carefully, get in some 
good brisk walking and other exer- 
cising, lap up plenty of fruit juices, 
take care of your skin and your hair 
and really "blossom out.’ For all 


women are pretty—when smartly 
dressed, well groomed, and with that 
alert look of intelligence which we 
can all cultivate and which gives the 
face a beauty that mere prettiness 
can never bestow. 





The Mexican planters coat with its four big 
pockets, and corduroy slacks are collegiate 
favorites. 
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NO OTHER PROTECTION HAS THE 
EXCLUSIVE KOTEX FEATURES OF 
TRUE SAFETY AND COMFORT 


Kotex Sanitary Napkins stay Wondersoft . . . Can’t Chafe 
... Can’t Fail... Can’t Show! 


And only Kotex has 3 types. Because one-size napkin will 
not do for every woman. No more than one-size hat, 
dress or pair of shoes. Besides, women’s personal needs 
are different on different days. 


Only by trying “‘All 3” —Regular, Junior and Super Kotex 
—can you meet each day’s exact needs! 


of Wondersoft Kotex sanita 
napkins have these TO ia 











@ KOTEX WONDERFORM BELT— designed 
to wear with Kotex Sanitary Napkins. 

is marrow type belt adjusts to fit 
the figure. Dainty, secure clasps pre- 
vent slipping. 25c. 















































A'Sui Treatment in 
your bath! 








Sunshine Vitamin D in Famous 
Beauty Soap helps dull, tired skin 
regain vigor and natural beauty! 


HAT’s all this talk about vitamins for 
the skin? It’s more than talk! 
There’s something in it! 

Nobody has to tell you sunshine is good 
for your skin. You know it is. After a 
sensible sun bath, doesn’t your skin feel 
—and look—grand? 

Scientists found that in the skin is a 
substance called ergosterol. When the 
skin is exposed to sunlight, the sun rays 
turn this ergosterol into Vitamin D—right 
in the skin itself! The health of the skin 
to some extent depends on this Vitamin D. 

Nobody did anything about this dis- 
covery for a long time. But finally 


Woodbury’ 


6 P, M. Abh..bh! Relax! Then lather all over with Woodbury’s, rich 


in Vitamin D. Your skin picks up! So do you! Exit: a new woman! 


facial Soa 


MADE IN CANADA 


5 P.M. A hard day of busi- 
ness, shopping, or house- 
work, You’re tired. Your 
skin is dull with fatigue. But 
if Woodbury’s is in your 
bathroom, relief’s in sight. 


Woodbury’s found a way to put into soap 
the Sunshine Vitamin D. Tests by scien- 
tists of a great university proved that the 
Vitamin D in Woodbury’s actually gets 
into your skin. Now every cake of 
Woodbury’s brings to your skin some of 
the benefits of natural sunshine. 

Woodbury’s, the formula of a skin 
specialist, has been a famous beauty soap 
for two generations. It cleanses gently, 
thoroughly; helps clear the skin of blem- 
ishes, sallowness. Now it has a priceless 
additional advantage in Vitamin D. 

So bathe with Woodbury’s for better 
skin health. Watch your skin improve in 
texture, glow with new vigor. Get three 
cakes of this sunshine soap today. It’s 
only 10¢ a cake, at drug, department, 
ten-cent stores and grocers everywhere. 
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by KAY 


Autumn is the sort of season thai 
inspires a girl to look her best. She 
gets more dates, goes more places, 
and life really moves. 

So now for the big job of assem- 
bling that fall outfit! And | do hope 
your figure is in good form, for you're 
going to have to be very slim looking 
through the middle. The dresses all 
have that ‘'corseted look’ — you 
know, the girdled, molded waistline. 
Thank goodness the new fall corse- 
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FASHION SHORTS 


MURPHY 


these dresses — and trimming runs 


to real or simulated Persian lamb, 


fringe, colorful, embroidery, or huge 


gold encrusted belts @nd brooches. 
If you're a business lass, with a dinner 
and theatre engagement following 
the 5.30 tea date, you'll do proud for 
yourself with those smart styles known 
as “costume suits.'' These are clever 
little dresses — generally a wool skirt 
with a satin, velvet or metallic top — 
jacketed up in wool, and probably 


Sonn 
Gave, 





The three-piece suit—with furred topcoat, is a smart basic costume for autumn. And 
you'll need a smart wool sheer for fall afternoons—and an evening frock with the 
corseted look. Antelope hats are in wide favor. 


lettes and corsets are built along the 
same way, so we shouldn't have much 
trouble looking our best for fall. 


The three-piece suit — a trimly 
tailored jacket suit, with topcoat to 
match, generally furred — is a smart 


basic costume for the autumn. You 
can get lots of wear out of the jacket 
suit, then add on the topper as the 
weather chills, And if it's warmly 
interlined, the topcoat may well be 
your cloth winter coat, too. 


You will have many social engage- 
ments for your fall afternoons; a 
sheer wool dress is ideal for these 
occasions, and you'll get good, warm 
wear out of it all winter long. Black 
is very much the leading shade in 


lightly trimmed with fur. A costume 
suit is ''swelegant,"' too, for Sunday 
afternoon affairs and probably a 
dinner to follow in a hotel. 
e 

When evening comes, you have a 
glowing array of styles from which to 
choose: velvets, taffetas, crepes, 
satins and brocades. "Don't dress for 
dinner'’ dresses are catching on fine 
all over, for these chic little models 
make one feel ''dressed" yet not too, 
too much for a lounge-clad escort. 
These dresses are delightful in velvet 
or novelty crepe, with touches of 
coral, turquoise or pearl jewellery, 
heavy antique gold or silver jewel- 
lery, or brightly-colored embroidery, 
sashes. Or maybe done in bi-colors 
—the back of the dress in one shade 
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What New York suggests you wear on first fall 


dates—to college—for afternoon teas and parties 


and the front in another — Yes! Two 
colors are better than one in many 
of the smarter dress-up frocks. 

xs 


That "'corseted look’’ is seen at its 
lovely best in the formal mode, when 
satin, lace, velvet or brocade mold 
the figures in sculptured elegance. 
Many of the very smart dance dresses 
are ankle-length, and some of the 
formal gowns, ofttimes in rich bro- 
cades, are almost knee-length in front, 
dipping down to a graceful little train 
at the hack. 

® 

If you're going. to college, or if 
your life takes you out into the great 
open spaces for the bright fall after- 
noons, see to it that you have some 
of those ultra-smart corduroys ready 
for action. The Mexican planter’s 
coat, with four large pockets, skirt 
to match or contrast in color, and a 
pair of slacks—all of these in cor- 
duroy — turns you loose on the 
campus or the fairway, as trim as 
you please. 

s 

Don't overlook the importance of a 
cosy knitted dress or suit. My, what 
comfort it will bring you all season 
long. Particularly lovely is a woollen 
frock in that new deep wine shade 
known as "Red erent. 


Antelope hats will go to all our 
heads this new season. And to carry 
out the theme properly, you should 
have a bag and shoes to match. 
Either in antelope or suede, such 
accessories are very popular for fall, 
and give a flourishing finish to your 
costume. 

a 

Remember always—when starting 
to assemble a season's outfit. Don't 
buy just one item. Buy an item 
thinking of it in other terms than just 
"something to wear.'’ Look over your 
cupboard and take stock of your 
clothes. This suit would be ideal, with 
the right kind of blouse. You also 
need a separate skirt. When making 
the blouse and skirt purchase, re- 
member the suit hanging up at home 
and buy the sort of blouse to go with 
it, as well as i new skirt. 


If you buy a hat, bag and shoes, 
get them remembering each other 
and the costume you plan to wear 
these with. Don't buy even a belt 
without seeing, in your mind's eye, 
how it is going to round out your 
costume schemes. 


Jewellery will be very popular this 
fall; cameos, pearls, heavy antique 
pieces are all good. 

Tiaras for your hair, either in jewels 
or flowers, will be more popular than 
even last winter and spring. 

Separate sashes to swathe around 
your waist—and probably last year's 
dress! — will do wonders for frocks 
either new or old. Veils will be very 
popular, and you should have more 
than one style to wear with a hat. 
Sometimes you want just a nose-veil; 
again, the same hat may take on 
new glamor for that movie date, it 
it is topped with a flowing circular 
veil. 


Huge bunches of violets, perched 
on either shoulder of a black dress, 
is a Paris note that cost a lot to be 
started on its style career, but which 
you can copy very effectively and 
inexpensively. 


Skirts remain about fourteen inches 
from the ground. But always re- 
membering—a style is made for you, 
and not you for the style. If you look 
better in a longer dress, it is smarter 
to wear it longer. Don't spoil the 
appearance of a frock just to have 
it "fourteen inches from the ground." 
It may suit your figure to drop it two 
or three inches, and you'll still be 
smart. 


Again, remember that the molded 
waistline is flattering to most figures, 
but the molded hipline may not be. 
A skirt that is too tight over your 
hips has a nasty habit of puckering 
and really makes one look fat, when 
probably all one is is deliciously 
plump. 

High necklines continue to be very 
popular but again, remember that a 
smart style is a suitable style. If you 
are a trifle heavy through the 
shoulders and neck, a V'd neckline is 
more suitable, and therefore smarter 
looking. 


You'll be seeing all your old 
friends again — people you haven't 
seen since spring. Have them all 
saying: ‘How smart she looks. She 
seems to be much thinner." (New 
corsets, m' dears). ‘And her face is 
much fresher." (Plenty of cold cream, 
ice rubs, and a new make-up kit). 
‘And her walk is so much more grace- 
ful." (Better fitting shoes, with lowered 
heels). 

* 

You can easily face the fall look- 
ing "made over"’ if you choose your 
new fall outfit carefully, get in some 
good brisk walking and other exer- 
cising, lap up plenty of fruit juices, 
take care of your skin and your hair 
and really "blossom out." For all 
women are pretty —when smartly 
dressed, well groomed, and with that 
alert look of intelligence which we 
can all cultivate and which gives the 
face a beauty that mere prettiness 
can never bestow. 


The Mexican planters coat with its four big 
pockets, and corduroy slacks are collegiate 
favorites, 








NO OTHER PROTECTION HAS THE 
EXCLUSIVE KOTEX FEATURES OF 
TRUE SAFETY AND COMFORT 


Kotex Sanitary Napkins stay Wondersoft . . . Can’t Chafe 
..- Can’t Fail... Can’t Show! 

And only Kotex has 3 types. Because one-size napkin will 
not do for every woman. No more than one-size hat, 
dress or pair of shoes. Besides, women’s personal needs 
are different on different days. 

Only by trying “All 3”—Regular, Junior and Super Kotex 
—can you meet each day’s exact needs! 
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of Wondersoft Kotex sanitary iV 
napkins have these TO 4 








@ KOTEX WONDERFORM BELT— designed 
to wear with Kotex Sanitary Napkins. 
This narrow type belt adjusts to fit 
the figure. Dainty, secure clasps pre- 
vent slipping. 25c. 
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A Sun treatment i IN| FASHION SHORTS 


by KAY MURPHY 


Sunshine Vitamin D in Famous 
Beauty Soap helps dull, tired skin 
regain vigor and natural beauty! 


HAT’s all this talk about vitamins for 
the skin? It’s more than talk! 
There’s something in it! 

Nobody has to tell you sunshine is good 
for your skin. You know it is. After a 
sensible sun bath, doesn’t your skin feel 
~—and look—grand? 

Scientists found that in the skin is a 
substance called ergosterol. When the 
skin is exposed to sunlight, the sun rays 
turn this ergosterol into Vitamin D—right 
in the skin itself! The health of the skin 
to some extent depends on this Vitamin D. 

Nobody did anything about this dis- 
covery for a long time. But finally 


your bath! 


6 P ° M. Abh..hh! Relax! Then lather all over with Woodbury’s, rich 


in Vitamin D. Your skin picks up! So do you! Exit: a new woman! 


5 P.M. A hard day of busi- 
ness, shopping, or house- 
work, You’re tired. Your 
skin is dull with fatigue. But 
if Woodbury’s is in your 
bathroom, relief’s in sight. 


Woodbury’s found a way to put into soap 
the Sunshine Vitamin D. Tests by scien- 
tists of a great university proved that the 
Vitamin D in Woodbury’s actually gets 
into your skin. Now every cake of 
Woodbury’s brings to your skin some of 
the benefits of natural sunshine. 

Woodbury’s, the formula of a skin 
specialist, has been a famous beauty soap 
for two generations. It cleanses gently, 
thoroughly; helps clear the skin of blem- 
ishes, sallowness. Now it has a priceless 
additional advantage in Vitamin D. 

So bathe with Woodbury’s for better 
skin health. Watch your skin improve in 
texture, glow with new vigor. Get three 
cakes of this sunshine soap today. It’s 
only 10¢ a cake, at drug, department, 
ten-cent stores and grocers everywhere. 





Woodbury’ Facial S02 


MADE IN CANADA 











Daw [Ot 


Autumn is the sort of season that 
inspires a girl to look her best. She 
gets more dates, goes more places, 
and life really moves. 

So now for the big job of assem- 
bling that fall outfit! And | do hope 
your figure is in good form, for you're 
going to have to be very slim looking 
through the middle. The dresses all 
have that ‘'corseted look'' — you 
know, the girdled, molded waistline. 
Thank goodness the new fall corse- 


these dresses and trimming runs 
to real or simulated Persian lamb, 
fringe, colorful, embroidery, or huge 
gold encrusted belts a@nd brooches. 
If you're a business lass, with a dinner 
and theatre engagement following 
the 5.30 tea date, you'll do proud for 
yourself with those smart styles known 
as "costume suits.’ These are clever 
little dresses — generally a wool skirt 
with a satin, velvet or metallic top — 
jacketed up in wool, and probably 








The three-piece suit—with furred topcoat, is a smart basic costume for autumn. And 
you'll need a smart wool sheer for fall afternoons—and an evening frock with the 
corseted look. Antelope hats are in wide favor. 


lettes and corsets are built along the 
same way, so we shouldn't have much 
trouble looking our best for fall. 

® 


The three-piece suit — a trimly 
tailored jacket suit, with topcoat to 
match, generally furred — is a smart 


basic costume for the autumn. You 
can get lots of wear out of the jacket 
suit, then add on the topper as the 
weather chills. And if it's warmly 
interlined, the topcoat may well be 
your cloth winter oe. too. 


You will have many social engage- 
ments for your on afternoons; a 
sheer wool dress is ideal for these 
occasions, and you'll get good, warm 
wear out of it all winter long. Black 
is very much the leading shade in 


lightly trimmed with fur. A costume 
suit is ‘'swelegant,"' too, for Sunday 
afternoon affairs and probably a 
dinner to follow in a hotel. 


When evening comes, you have a 
glowing array of styles. from which to 
choose: velvets, taffetas, crepes, 
satins and brocades. ‘Don't dress for 
dinner’ dresses are catching on fine 
all over, for these chic little models 
make one feel ''dressed" yet not too, 
too much for a lounge-clad escort. 
These dresses are delightful in velvet 
or novelty crepe, with touches of 
coral, turquoise or pearl jewellery, 
heavy antique gold or silver jewel- 
lery, or brightly-colored embroidery, 
sashes. Or maybe done in bi-colors 
—the back of the dress in one shade 


§ 
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Old Rese 


For travel and country week ends in 

Del Monte, Elyse Law chooses a suit of the 
new tapestry tweed, in clover-lavender—a 
very high fashion. ‘‘Cutex Old Rose is 
heavenly with it!” she says enthusiastically. 


AN FRANCISCO’S smart younger set boasts 

one of the loveliest debutantes ever pre- 
sented to Society. Elyse Law’s beauty is the kind 
that is only seen once or twice in a lifetime... 
Divinely tall, with hair that shines like 
wheat in the sun, a faintly golden skin, blue 


slim, 


eyes deep-set under a high, pure brow... 
She’s Golfs, 
swims at Pebble Beac h, Santa Barbara. Adores 
far places ... has traveled a lot. Likes music, 
the theatre. And has a really extraordinary in- 
color and design in 


s a very vital young person, too! 


terest in, and flair for, 
clothes. They’re her favorite subject. 


In composing her color harmonies, she uses 


Cea of the ltih..... OCTOBER 


FOR HER FALL WARDROBE 
MISS ELYSE LAW CHOOSES 


meee 








A breath-taking foil for Mise Law’s honey- 
blonde hair is this gown of royal blue, which 
she will wear to the Spinster’s Ball at the 


Palace Hotel, this Fall. **Won’t Cutex 
Robin Red be marvelous with it?”’ asks Elyse. 


the rich and subtle new “smoky” nail shades 


with unusual imaginativeness. “I never get 
tired of playing my Cutex nail shades against 
various costume colors.” she says. “I wish 
every girl appreciated what exciting possibili- 
ties they offer as contrast.” 


WHY NOT STUDY the three suggestions above, and 
then see what effects YOU can achieve? There are 
8 shades to choose from altogether. And, being Cutex, 
they’ll all wear for days ... won’t thicken up in the 
bottle ... won’t fade ... but will shine and twinkle 
like bright little stars! And since Cutex is so very 
economical, you can start with three shades at least! 
At any shop, anywhere! 


NorRTHAM WARREN, Montreal, New York, London, Paris 




















Albany green is the new shade Miss Law has 
chosen for a town dress to wear lunching 

at the St. Francis. She picks the new Cutex 
Rust for this .. . a smoky pink color. 


BURGUNDY — Enchanting with 
pastels, black, white, wine, blue. 


ROSE—Lovely with all pastels and 
correct with all difficult colors. 


NATURAL—Just a hint of rosy 
color. Safe even with the most 
vivid shades. 


Also Light Rust and colorless 
~ 


CUTEX INTRODUCTORY SET con- 
taining your 2 favorite shades 
of Cutex Liquid Polish, Cutex 
Oily Polish Remover and the 
new Cutex Oily Cuticle Remover 
for [6¢. 







NORTHAM WARREN, LIMITED, t. 7-T- 
980 St. Antoine Street, Montreal, Ca again - 


T enclose @6c. to cover cost of a ant packing for 
the Cutex Introductory Set, including 2 shades of Cutex 


Liquid Polish, as checked. “ie 
O) Rust Burgundy Oo a oe Red oO Natored oa 


C Light Rust 
Name Renn eee ee ee ee eee 


Address i 
ah ee ign is 
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Meet the World’s most 
» Glamorous Girls 


Learn their beauty secrets 
























Glamour girl ¢ 

girl indeed 7 

Florence Nine of West Foon 
nner of three bea <i 










Feat 


(above) Posing one day as ayoung 
mother, the next as a debutante 
and the third as a stenographer, 
Henrietta Donahue earns an attrac- 
tive salary in the New York studios. 
Her gorgeous teeth are not the least 
of her charms. 


Linda Yale, from Iowa, had always 
wanted to live in New York. She’s 
“arrived” there now—in more ways 
than one. Her flashing smile and lovely 
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teeth make her a favorite in New York sm F 
commercial studios. Del oa 
. y ’ ~ T ~ r + new tap 
1 is A MATCH IN FOUR SETS. . var 
‘ Take a good-looking, simple dress in sooty black, and work out three or fou 
oo : U ee or four 
How do they preserve their beauty—these bath for teeth,” says one. Another adds, _ interesting groups of accessories. You'll find you have a whole fall wardrobe—- 
captivating women who earn up to $200 Never a tooth paste so dainty. A third There are some new combinations. Blouses and hats to match, for instance, 
a week posing for smile pictures? says, Most of t e models I know use it.” in rich, vibrant colors. Shoes and bags form another alliance. Hats and hose A 
By simple exercise and diet for the So runs their praise day after day. snes match sain me oonn o h cane at seeeenes a 
. . oye op, is the two-color set — block an nite in this case. ite collar 
figure ... by special creams for their ivory To it is added that of thousands of mothers with handmade piqué flowers, eight-button white and black doeskin gloves (a 
skin .. . by Listerine Tooth Paste to give and fathers with a sharp eye to economy. Re- new two-color combination), black suede pumps with stitched patent tonques sented 
lustre, flash and brilliance to their flaw- member—Listerine Tooth Paste in the 40¢ Souchy block onteléhe bag. The hose ore the new off-black tone. te 
less teeth. double er 84 Seay. ee «Th than a At the left is a three-combination group—with rich shocking or an Algerian that i 
. ° . ter . ~ . ‘ . © ae ’  - 
Their preference for Listerine Tooth aie yn dg nogpen fomnil paste. sat is im red, black and white. It's tailored for business wear—yet femininely so, The Divine 
Paste is just about the finest compliment P y ¥ shoes and bag are tailored calfskin black stitched in the red. The gloves are 
that can be paid a dentifrice. After all, \ When are you going to try this dainty, de- — oe a pe red me and the gay linen hankie has a black, wheat 
a : i -fresheni ? See for red and white motif. e hose are burnt sugar shade. The jewelled cross 
the id ightful, mouth freshening tooth paste? See fc 3 e jewelled cross _res 
hoe’ <- wi ae et of aoe # rs yourself how it lives up to the claims we make pendant has red stones and gold. oye d 
hold ee girls, they ve go for it. Get a tube from your druggist at once. __ Below is the novelty group — when you want to be amusingly She 
old their jobs. AE (C different. The corselet belt in rich metal brocade fits snugly over one 
Here are their comments: “A real beauty - - . ian ANADA) the waist. Isn't it smart? The bag in black suede has a gold swims 
» 4oronto, Ont. frame and gold initials. The shoes are black suede pumps with ; 
anes colored toes to match the primitive colorings in the far ple 
and-embroidered string gloves. 
More tdi W/ POUND To right is the formal group — in the new deep regent green. the th 
‘ The gold braided chain necklace for over the high neck fishnet terest 
Ay tooth NEI Th Wt scarf of bright wool, shoes and hat in deep green suede (or calf). Pree 
Copper shade or doeskin gloves, clocked hose for formal wear in clothe: 
A eT  CeetrT tube Wa the new mahogany shade and enormous tiger lilies for contrast I 
rf " 
n ¢ 


aa tae ed and ee 
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] HAVE YOU NIPPED IN YOUR WAISTLINE ? 
It’s the corseted look that counts 


Take the top number, 2574. Tail- 
ored, slick, but with waistline 
emphasis. And high neckline. Do 
it in a good wool jersey or a wool 
crepe, in black with lobster red or Simplicity Pattern 
spruce green belt and bag and nan 

scarf. Or even in that new com- 2577 
bination of two tones of the same 

shade — an olivine green with 


\ 
spruce, or delphinium blue with [ b 
royal. a 
Swing skirt, vertical tucked bodice, 
lacings — they're earmarks of the 


young evening frock that will 
ce its way effectively through 
pus and country club. It has 
new front-lifted hemline, very 
skirt, above elbow sleeves 
and a graceful lower neckline. 
It would be lovely in pale blue 
j marquisette over green — or 
taffeta, which is coming back 
strongly, or printed chiffon. In 
pink sand with a frosty silver 
flower or berry red for gaiety, 


y ‘ 





new young lady. High school or 
college age. Try No. 2577 in a Simplicity Pattern \ \ gold-flowered. 
pebbly crepe. Make it in the new 9 Be » This is the office-to-tea-to-dinner outfit of the season, 
ap plum shade with deep purple oo N Lp No. 2573. See the over-fitting blouse, in a gay metallic 
a a Or dark brown with hyacinth fabric? It's black wool or velvet or wool crepe—or even 
ve or navy with scarlet. It would broadcloth. See that the blouse is extra gay as to 
be effective in one of the popular Back views and prices on page 94 coloring. There's a lovely range of greens — from mint 
to bottle—known as the Georgians. 


velveteens, too. 
| Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 


Sc 


I PR Ee Ye eae 





W hen you can t 


stand it any longer. i 





Does he give you new hope! You’ve never known 
before that Singer gives practical courses in Home 
‘Decorating, with actual help in the Singer Sewing 
Center. Yes, they’re open to every one, he assures you. 
You leap to the phone for an appointment. 











And—here is your bedroom, rejuvenated for a total 
cost of $28.91! Looks like a complete new room, but 
there isn’t a stick of new furniture in it. Yes, there’s 


—S ; 
Mi nr eras 


a 


All of a sudden you look around at your bedroom 
and feel like having a good cry. Those straggly old cur- 
tains, that worn-out chair and dressing table, that 
awful bedspread! If only you were rich— 


The next day finds you at the Singer Sewing Center, 
armed with your material. Under an expert teacher’s 
guidance, you learn to cut and stitch the new fast way, 
without basting. And you discover, too, some clever 
quilting you can do on a Singer Electric. 


one piece—that lovely little table by the window. That, 
if you please, is your wonderful new Singer Electric, 
which you’re buying with your savings! 
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But, you don’t have to be rich! “Br-r-” rings your 
doorbell and there stands your Singer Man who shows 
you a book of ideas on re-doing rooms for very little 
cost. You beg him to come in and tell all/ 


Your curtains and spread turn out so spectacularly 
successful you wonder if per-haps you might tackle a 
slip-cover? They let you practice on some muslin at 
the Sewing Center, and soon you are pin-fitting your 
own chair with all the sureness of a professional. 


If you have a dressmaking problem, 
Singer will help you with that, too. 


A free book, “New Fashions for You 
and Your Home,” 
request, containing many new Fall 
suggestions for your wardrobe, in ad- 
dition to home decorating ideas. If 
there is not a Singer Shop near you, 
write for your personal copy to the 
nearest main office—254 Yonge 
Street, Toronto, 700 St. Catherine 
Street, W., Montreal, 424 Portage 
Avenue, Winnipeg. 


1 je 


may be had on 


Sewing Centers Everywhere 
Singer Sewing Machine Company 


COPYRIGHT, 1937. THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


PO ertrhsry ADIN 
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LET'S BE SMART ABOUT GOING TO SCHOOL 








Simplicity Pattern 
Simplicity Pattern 2578 
2587 


















( Simplicity Pattern 
\ 2568 





= 






It's so important to feel comfort- 
able and quite at ease those first 
after-summertime schooldays. Here 
are five outfits that will turn the trick 
neatly for the juniors, and are simpie 
to make. Little girls will go to classes 
in wash frocks like these, say the styl- 
ists. Plaid ginghams and spun rayons 
and gay prints and fresh-looking 
linens. They'll wear these easy-to- 
play-in swing skirts, two piece, neatly 
belted or youthfully free hanging. Like 
the English children's frocks. Plaid 
woollens and velveteens will be popu- 
lar later. And the colors are festive 
as anything. Bright greens and gay 
blues and jolly reds and yellows. 


The little boy's suit would be nice in 
a shaggy wool fabric, in checkered or 
striped pattern. 


. : Simplicity Pattern $= 
Back views iets prions 9589 (7 
on page 9 2 iS 
ay ho 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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Chatelaine P resents a 


SIMPLICITY - SINGER WARDROBE 
Three smart fall and winter ensembles at a total cost of $29.55 


Approximate cost ready made $77 


STREET OR BUSINESS 
FROCK 


Size 16 


Simplicity pattern 
NO, Qieeic ess ct $ .15 


Light weight wool 
crepe, antique (grey- 
ish) green, 3'/g yd. 


54" @ $1.59.......4.97 
Black suede studded 
ee eee ae 
Three black suede 
DONOR 1s  cgk se ee 
8" slide fastener...... 30 
2 spools thread ...... .15 
Total Cost ...;.. $8.07 
Approximate cost ready 
WROMR coos danas $19.50 
Gere ees ¥ 
ids 
tyes 
\ , 


Simplicity Pattern 
2566 






Back views on 









page 94 
' COAT AND DRESS ENSEMBLE (Suit effect) 
Simplicity pattern size 34, No. 2566 .............. $ .25 
5 Medium weigh i VY, 
Ee a -- ght plain wool black, 4% yd. @ $2.50.. 10.63 
Simplicity Pattern Yq yd. caracul fur fabric for collar and pockets 
2223 tate, wee as iss Dern setasts sts hs 75 
RC RE RY OE. OL d Tealep Ns 9.09 0% 1.00 
Half dozen wooden buttons ..................... 1.00 
eee GOMNNENOE TS reo Pak eh eu catewdeiceivas ese .30 
% yd A pee ee IR ne hare iar eee 15 
Pleating, 13 yd. rough grain crepe, 

tae TEA FROCK deep violet shade @ $1.29 ae ee 1.78 Total EO, OO ETE EE COURT .$14.08 
Simplicity pattern No. 2526 ...... $ .15 2 spools thread ............. 48 seein, cot ate MMMNIUT Gia dis kararrs:s ao 

Dull finish rough grain crepe, dahlia Total OO eae ..... $7.40 

shade, 4!/g yd @ $1.29 ........ 5.32 Approximate cost ready made ...$25.00 Simplicity Pattern 
2526 





Simplicity Pelieias may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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IS THE SECRET OF RADIANT BEAUTY 


You need an Autumn 


| Slip Wardrobe 7 


~ 
ee 





There's many a slip that spoils the easy grace 
and line-perfectness of a frock. 
smart the ensemble is, a bit of bulkiness here or 
there, or an under-fullness or sparseness where 


it shouldn't be, can make it a second-rater. So 


And however 





choose your slips with care to suit your clothes. 


For example, there's the handmade after- 
noon slip — nicely molded and delicately made 
for the soft, clinging lines of the new afternoon 
costume. The touch of luxury is important. It's 
of silk crepe. 


Next comes the sports slip — made for ac- 
tion, styled for movement. See the wrap-around 
effect? The fabric is a good silk crepe with lots 
of give. It opens at the side front and has the 
molded top, especially nice for sweaters. 


Below is the street and business wear slip. It's 
of a good quality satin and looks lovely but is 
amazingly long-wearing. It has the definite 
waistlines so favored this year, and a bodice top. 
The skirt is free swinging but not too full. 


Finally, of course, the formal slip, fashioned 
especially for those lovely graceful evening 





gowns of the season. It's of lustrous satin, hand- 
made with long skirt and very low back. Full 
enough for dancing but not bulky. 





BEAUTY AUTHORITIES agree that thorough cleansing 
is the most important step in complexion care. A 
simple step too, since Daggett & Ramsdell created the 
new Golden Cleansing Cream—for a more efficient 
skin cleanser could not be obtained. 


You'll find these four fashions in slips a handy 
wardrobe to set off the new fashions for fall 





Golden Cleansing Cream contains a remarkable 
new ingredient, colloidal gold, with an amazing 
power to rid the skin pores of dirt, makeup and other 
impurities. You can’t see or feel this colloidal gold, 
any more than you can see the iron in spinach; but 
its special action makes Golden Cleansing Cream 
many times more thorough than ordinary cleansers, 
and tones and invigorates skin tissues meanwhile. 


The Stocking Story 


mahogany and reddish tones are tops. 
Taupe tones are also good, particularly 
with blacks. 

Here are some of the new shades and 
how to wear them: Deauville, belair, 
skipper—light beiges and sunny coppers 


STOCKINGS ARE coming out into the 
open. With skirts reaching a new high for 
the nineteen-thirties, this promises to be 
the most leg-conscious season of years. 
Hose are more softly sheened, better 


fitting, more versatile, more richly colored. See for yourself, to- 


There’s the new iridescent or day-and- 
night stocking, for instance. Made to 
fill the need of that growing number of 
women who go on to dine from offices or 
shopping, and want to be dressed for work 
and play at the same time. Well, this new 
kind of hose changes color with the sunset. 
It’s a normal shade in daytime— but under 
artificial lights a rich rose cast adds a 
shimmering tone. In the season’s new 
shades. 

Of course the knee-high garter-top 
stocking is nothing new. It’s a boon for 
summertime and evening wear. Now, with 
shorter skirts, there’s a new over-the 
knee, self-garter stocking that is particu- 


for formal wear. Pompom—a light beige, 
goes with anything. Cocktail and Empire 
beige—medium brownish, good with the 
new greens, wines, reds, greys. High Tea— 
medium brown to wear with beiges, 
browns, greens and rust. French beige, 
promenade, escapade—neutral beige with 
greyish highlights, good with black, blues, 
taupes. Vagabond, night club—dark 
greyed beige tones—wear with black, 
taupes, greens, browns, wines and reds. 
Gunmetals—to wear with greys, blues, 
bluish greens. Stardust—silvery grey for 
evening; Frivolity——vivacious golden tone 
for beiges, greys, blacks. Romance—light 
bluish beige, good with vintage reds and 


night, how fresh and 
clean Golden Cleansing 
Cream leaves your skin. 
You'll find this new 
cream at your drug or 
department store. 


Jars at $1.10 and $1.75. 





DAGGETT & RAMSDELL 


larly popular with many women especially the currant shades. Vienna—rose-toned 

younger ones. And no chance of bareknees__ beige, good with the new mahogany Go Lyle . Laut. (Z ; 

showing. shades, brownish wine tones, bluish “UG 
Pagan—good with coffee, 


Point heels are another interesting new 
feature, and of course you can get black 
heels for a special novelty. 

If you particularly like dull-side-out 
hose you can get those, too. They’re woven 
with the non-shine surface. 

You'll find it worth while to get a hosiery 


wardrobe —heaviest weight for walking, and Windsor. Rio and swanky have a rose : 
lighter for afternoon and sheerest of all for undertone—good with browns, wines, a Name 
evening. The wrong hose can spoil an greens with bluish cast. Row. cleenge with Dicore & a ca Se eee se 
otherwise effective costume. Moondusk is a favorite grey, good with Cream. Your tissue shows s P 

more ditt—brought from pore MAOIs snapssascsntnsanstabinseasatboibanigsnieibabetoaaiian rov 


AS TO COLOR, you'll find the light and 
medium beiges and browns with lots of 


greens, navy. 
rust, dark green. Trocadero—medium 
nut-brown for wear with browns. Silhou- 
ette—intriguing taupe, smart with black, 
taupes, and bluish greens. 

There’s a smart new group of browns 
known as café clair, incetan, andes, avenue 


navy especially. Bolero is a greyish taupe, 
very good with purple. Try the greyed 
{Continued on page 76} 





Daggett & Ramsdell. (Canada) Limited, 
165 Dufferin St., Toronto, Dept. C-9, 
Enclosed find 25c in stamps for which 
please send me my trial size jar of Golden 
Cleansing Cream. 


Make This Simple Test ! 


Apply your usual skin cleanser. 
tf =| ipe it off with tissue. Your 
} face seems clean—but is it? 


, 
Be y 


depths by this more effective 


cleansing. Dealer’s Name 


eee ea re 








VA 
HANDS 


made 


Le Toi 


HANDS AGE SOONER when water 
and weather take special moisture from 
the skin cells. Jergens Lotion goes into 
the skin more effectively than other lo- 
tions tested—puts back lost moisture. 


Now hes in Love 


When your hands chap and roughen, they | 
actually begin to age! Because they have 
lost some of the special moisture that keeps 
young skin supple and smooth. But Jergens 
Lotion replaces the lost moisture—gives 
back inviting young smoothness to your 
hands. Jergens goes into your skin more 
effectively than any other lotion tested. And 
it contains two remarkable softening and 
whitening ingredients, used by many doc- 
tors. Only 50¢, 25¢, 10¢—$1.00 for the special 
family size—at any cosmetic 
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FREE! PURSE-SIZE JERGENS 


Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 
847 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario 


1 want to try Jergens Lotion. Please send me — free 
—a trial purse-size bottle. 
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Made in Canada 
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Simplicity Pattern 
2595 


There's more to these extra 
"toppers" than meets the eye — 
they are the magic that turns one 
costume into several. When you 
make your own, you can have a 
special hat for each costume, with 
scarves and sashes to match, and 
enough blouses to assure variety in 
your suits. Those shown here 
would be particularly nice for 
semi-formal wear in the rich and 
glittering fabrics — the metals, the 
brocades, the metal-shot velvets. 





ay 


ARE “TOPS” IN 


ANY 


WARDROBE 


Back views and prices 


on page 94 


2595 


7\ 


Simplicity Pattern 
2588 


Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from your local dealer, or by mail through 
the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 48! University Avenue, Toronto 


Simplicity Pattern 
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FLEXEES 


| wont tell 





Like daisies, they Il keep your secret. 


They won't tell how many inches 


they’ve taken from your waist... 


lifted and curved your bosom... 

slimmed your hips and derriere! Be- 
_ cause they do it all so comfortably 
_and naturally it doesn’t seem you're 
_ corseted at all...which is why, though 
FLEXEES won't tell, you can always 
tell a FLEXEES! At your favorite 
Girdles, 93.50 to 515. 


binations, *5 to 935. Manufactured in 


store. Com- 


Canada by FLEXEES(Canada)Ltd., 240 


Richmond Street W 


.. toronto, Canada. 





THE WORLD'S LOVELIEST FOUNDATIONS 
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Make Your Own Figure 
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1. There's a corset 






behind every style I, 
this year. Here's the YY 
molded power net bj 
model for a heavier Y 
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figure, street wear. 
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2. For the flowinglines of 
the Empire silhouette— 
emphasis on the smooth 
waistline. It's one piece, 
but the brassiere top is 
gaily printed 


3. The new firmly defined 
bustline in many frocks 
calls for a two-piece 
foundation like this. The 
zipper and elastic in- 
serts aid molding of the 
waistline. The brassiere 
is especially designed 
for a low décolletage. 






4. Seamless side 
panels for aver- 
age figures and 
a bias cut elastic 
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give an excep- \ 
tionally smooth y 
hipline. Perfect tn 






for the new im- 
portant silhou- 
ette lines. 
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5. Foundation garments are all longer—reaching an 
eighteen-inch standard for many of the better 
foundations. This one is designed especially for the 
corselet dress, so important now. Zippered side 
closings avoid buckling or bulging at the waist. The 
special brassiere top is important for the larger 
bust. Shoulder straps are stronger, wider, more 
adjustable this year 














YOU WILL BE ~ 
MORE 
BEAUTIFUL 
WITH 





rincess Pat ROUGE 


Suppose you FOUND you 
were less beautiful than you 
could be...and then discov- 
ered a way to new loveliness 
.«.wouldn’t you act—and 
quickly? Of course! Well, or- 
dinary rouge certainly does 
not give you all the beauty 
you could have. It gives that 
“painted, artificial look.” 


Now let’s see about Princess Pat 
rouge. You've a good reason to change 
to Princess Pat—if it can give you 
thrilling new beauty. And it does be- 
cause it’s duo-tone...an undertone and 





PRINCESS 
PAT 


Princess Pat cosmetics are non-allergic! 








an overtone make each shade. It isn’t 
just another rouge, but utterly different. 


When you apply Princess Pat rouge 
it changes on your skin! Mysteriously, 
amazingly it has become such gloriously 
natural color that no one can tell it is 
rouge. Do you want that? Color that 
seems actually to come from within the 
skin, like a natural blush. Only more 
thrilling — bringing out hidden beauty 
you never knew you had. Somehow, with 
such glamorous color, you radiate beauty, 
compel admiration. Your mirror tells you 
such a tale of sparkle and animation that 
confidence in your own loveliness bids 
you be irresistible...and then you are. 


But remember this—Only Princess Pat 
rouge has the duo-tone secret. It changes 
on your skin—matches 
your individual type.Try 
Princess Pat rouge. Until 
you do you will never 
know your own beauty. 


FREE 


GORDON GORDON LTD., Dept. C71 A 
489 King Street West, Toronto 2 


Without cost or obligation please send me a 
free sample of Princess Pat @,as checked 


O English Tint © Poppy CO) Gold 
Squaw ) Vivid _) Tan 
O) Medium O Theatre C) Nite 
One sample free; additional samples 10c each. 
Name 
Address. 


City and Prov. a a ak 
IN U.S. A. PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO 
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| The 


4v&—..e Beauty Box 


by ANNABELLE LEE 
* 
FOR YEARS now, women have 


been growing more and more con- 
scious of the all-important part the 
mysterious little vitamins play in the 
health of the family — as well as in 
their own personal appearance. That's 
why it's news to learn of the discov- 
ery of a new skin-vitamin which has 
been added to all the creams put up | 
by a very famous firm. This skin- 
vitamin does for the health and fine 
texture of the complexion what other 
famous vitamins have done for 





® Nugget preserves the 


physical health. Isn't it fun to watch chic of smartness 
the alphabet-named group of vita- | ‘ 
mins go down through the letters. Protects the leather 
e 
| THERE'S MORE news in a beauty * Assures foot comfort | 





treatment which for some years has | 
been a salon treatment only, in the 
New York centre of a very popular 
beauty house. The principle behind 
this treatment, which has proved 
| remarkably successful, and is now 
| available for every woman to use in 
| her home, is the simple fact, acknow- 
| ledged by scientists, that the natural | 
| circulation of the blood is mightily 
| important to a lovely complexion. In 
| the salon treatment, the client lies in 
| an inclined chair, with her head lower 


os | 
227 
than her feet. In this position, the NUGGET 


| face assumes its most youthful lines, | 7g 0s 
and the cream treatment, together | ere's a Nugget Shade for every shoe made > 


with the correctly slanting position of 
the body, brings the blood coursing 
through the upper part of the body 
and the head. You can use this new 
method in your own home very easily | 
ond inexpensively. | 


. - » been driven to tears by the nerve-wracking discomfort .. . irrita- 
bility . . . chafing that comes with certain days? 












DON'T FORGET the invaluable | 
part that beauty masks can play in 
your general happiness this winter. 
With formal parties beginning again, 
there's nothing more satisfactory for 
| a pick-me-up than a beauty mask. | 

know a number that are particularly | 
| good for women whose skin is just be- | 
ginning to fade ¢ bit | 


Then — you owe it to yourself to say ‘‘Modess”, the next time you buy 
sanitary napkins! For Modess ends chafing . . . ends fear of embarrass- 
ment . . . makes difficult days so much easier! 


WITH THE off-the-face hats this 
fall, foreheads are going to be very 
much in the limelight. Wrinkled, 
rough or too shiny brows do not set 
off these new hats. Eyes and eye- | 
brows, too, will need more attention | M.aa GE af ob) 
than ever. Don't try one of the new 
hats without taking precautions! 

e 





Vie 


Look at the fluffy, soft-as-down filler And text the spoigtare-proot back- | os ge . a, treatment 
in a Modess pad! Compare it with ing inside the Modess pad! rop | w ic as developed from a very ig 
that of any ordinary pad! It’s easy some water on it. Seewhy Modess | ciccessful salon treatment is the per- PROMPTLY 
is called the “Certain-Safe” napkin. ; : pal 
to see why Modess never becomes Wear side marked by a blue thread fecting of a gentle, astringent mist 
y ue t ; fee 
harsh and rasping in use . . . why away from the body and sure pro- showered on your face from a special * from HEADACHE 





atomizer. This mist is a non-drying, 
clear herbal lotion that is equally 
a to oy Sane skins et a RHEUMATIC 
ow, Oily ones. It refines enlarged | 
pores, oe is particularly good ee | PAINS 
dry skins which take on a new mois- | PRESCRIBED BY PHYSICIANS AND DENTISTS 
ture and softness. poor o one 1 
VALMONT of CANADA, Ltd. 


it doesn’t chafe! tection is yours. 


NEURALGIC and 









SANITARY NAPKINS 


[ 
Let Annabelle Lee tell you more Ze Ottawa $t., Walkerville, Ontario, Canada 
f if about the products described in this | | Please send generous free sample. j 
é g column, so that you can try them for || Name—____ cocaine + 
yourself. Enclose a stamped, ad- ! Address } 





| dressed envelope. | 








eee 


CHATELAINE, OCTOBER, 1937 


DONT RISK COSMETIC 


BEBO) | SKIN- DULLNESS, TINY 


BLEMISHES, ENLARGED 
PORES, Lux TOILET SOAP 
GUARDS AGAINST IT 
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OF COURSE | USE gi" ee 
COSMETICS, BUT | ik 
Lux TOILET @ 
SOAP 
REMOVES THEM 
THOROUGHLY 


' 


| GUARD AGAINST 
COSMETIC SKIN THIS 
EASY WAY — BY 


OF MAKE-UP WITH 
Lux ToiLtET SOAP 


GINGER 


RKO-RADIO STAR 


Lux ToiteT SoAP Has 
ACTIVE LATHER 
THAT PREVENTS 
CHOKED PORES 

IM DELIGHTED WITH 
THE WAY IT KEEPS 
MY SKIN SO SMOOTH 
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PURE VIT HAS AC7/VE LATHER 
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BLOW HARD! 


now dol get 
my raise 7 





yur 
Steno scores hit with the 


KLEENEX’ 
HABIT 


during Colds! 


@ It’s a good idea to have Kleenex 


handy in your desk. Then, when sniffles | 
start, you can put aside handkerchiefs | 


and adopt the habit of using Kleenex 
Disposable Tissues. It saves noses, for 
Kleenex is soft and soothing. And it 
saves money as it reduces handkerchief 
washing. Kleenex Tissues tend to 
retain germs, thus check colds from 
spreading to others. Simply use each 
tissue just once—then destroy, germs 
and all. 


Once you adopt the Kleenex Habit 
in the office, you'll find it makes 
many tasks far easier—just as it does 
at home! 





Keep Kleenex in Every Room. 
Saves Steps—Time—Money 
To remove face creams and 
cosmetics...To apply powder, 
rouge...To dust and polish... 
For the baby ... And in the car— 
to wipe hands, windshield and 


greasy spots. 










DISPOSABLE 
TISSUES 


(*Trade Mark Ree.) 









Nowaste! No mess! | 

Pull a tissue— the 

next one pops up 
ready for use! 





The King’s Daughters 


(Continued from page | 3) 





gaze, this “fourth lady. in the land,” or 
“Lil-i-bet,” as she already called herself, 
had completely captivated London. In- 
deed, her success had already occasioned 
her no little inconvenience, for, owing to 
her perambulator being mobbed by impor- 
tunate admirers, she had been obliged to 
forego her agreeable outings in the Park! 

On the afternoon of June 27 Princess 
Elizabeth, arrayed in all the glory of her 
most frilly frock, was taken from her new 
home back to Buckingham Palace, the 
“very big place’’ where she had stayed with 
“Grandpa England,’’ as she was soon to 
call her grandfather, the King. 

Meanwhile her father and mother were 
alighting from the train at Victoria Station. 

At the Palace, Princess Elizabeth hears 
an unusually loud noise and, when she 
looks enquiring, she is told that the noise 
is the kind people saying how glad they 
are that her father and mother have come 
safely back to London. Father? Mother? 

Father and mother are pictures—just 
pictures that stand in big frames in the 
nursery. Her blue eyes look perplexed. 
She shakes her head. 

Minutes pass. 

The shouts grow louder—rise to a roar. 
At last her grandmother, Queen Mary, 
lifts her up in her arms and, pointing to 
a pretty lady with a very excited face, says: 

“There’s mother—Lilibet !”’ 

“Oh, you darling!”’ cries the excited 
lady. 

How will the baby receive this strange 
mother? 

It is an anxious moment. 

But all is well. After one swift, bright 
blue glance of enquiry, Princess Elizabeth 
seems almost as pleased with her mother 
as though she were quite a large crowd. 
Her round face breaks into a wide smile 
and her chubby arms go out. 

The two smiling Elizabeths are happily 
reunited. 


INSTALLED in her new home, Queen 
Elizabeth flung herself into enjoying the 
enchanting company of her little daughter, 
who showed herself pleasantly grateful for 
two such good playfellows—a father and 
a mother—both of whom she could now 
order about by name, and neither of whom, 
when at home, ever failed to attend her 
coucher, and watch her splash the soapy 
water over the edge of her bath. 

On one occasion, while her parents paid 
some visits, she was left at Glamis. Resent- 
ing their absence, she one day determined 
to take things in hand herself and, lifting 
the mouthpiece of the telephone to her lips, 
announced in crystal tones to the surprised 
exchange: 

“Lilibet speaking. 
Mummie.” 


THE AUTUMN and winter of 1927-1928 
were spent in London. It must have been 
during these months that I first visited 
145, Piccadilly, because I remember Prin- 
cess Elizabeth was still at the stage of 
having to plant each foot in turn on the 
same step all the way down the stairs, 
swaying in her gait, and talking of herself 
in the third person. 

Though still very, very young, she was 
extremely independent. 

“Lilibet walk self; Lilibet thut door 
self.” 

Even then one was at once intensely 
aware of her small presence. She entered 
the room with a very definite dignity, and 
was graciously pleased to be amiable. 
Whenever she saw—and she was very 
quick to see—that her visitor was attempt- 
ing, however feebly, to be amusing, a 
radiant smile rewarded the effort. 

Having courteously heard me through 


I WANT my 


far too long a repertory of farmyard and 
steam-engine imitations, she, so to speak, 
changed the subject by deftly relieving me 
of my handbag, and displayed a precocious 
sense of the proper use of all its contents. 
Spectacles were promptly perched onto 
the tiny nose, pennies pocketed, lozenges 
posted through her teeth, the mirror ogled, 
and face powder dexterously applied. 

This performance was, I am told, very 
characteristic. She always loved pretend- 
ing to be grown-up, and used often to play 
at going into asmall cupboard and holding, 
through an imaginary telephone, long 
conversations in tones that were a quaint 
blend of all the grown-up voices and inton- 
ations familiar to her. She also loved 
impersonating her mother at the dressing- 
table, and liked to engage some super to 
act the lady’s maid and hand her hairpins, 
powder puff, etc. Her technique in this 
pantomime was perfect. 

That she should not have appeared 
alarmed by my visit was not surprising. 
Whatever she may have felt in the pres- 
ence of strangers, she always showed 
unusual self-control before visitors. 

One day, when she was just two, this 
self-control was rather severely tested. 
The Australian cricket eleven were being 
entertained at 145, and she was brought 
down and deposited just inside the door 
which her nurse closed behind her. There 
was a great deal of noise going on in the 
room and the eleven—looking far more 
than eleven—stood in a very formidable 
group at the other end of the room. Scared 
for a moment or two, little Princess Eliza- 
beth stood with her back to the wall, a 
tiny, forlorn figure in her stiff muslin 
frock, and it looked as if for once she would, 
as many children might, burst into tears. 
Then, lifting her head and straightening 
her back, she advanced as though impelled 
from behind toward the group in the midst 
of which she could see her mother, who had 
not realized her arrival. But before she 
could reach her haven, one of the eleven 
fielded the little white figure and lifted it 
high up in his arms. A breakdown seemed 
inevitable. The child’s lips quivered, her 
face flushed, but no, whatever her feelings, 
there was no declared protest, and when 
her mother spoke to her, the situation was 
saved and a smile trembled into place. 

Princess Elizabeth’s life continued pleas- 
antly divided between her own home in 





LADY CYNTHIA ASQUITH 
Distinguished writer and well-known mem- 
ber of the British nobility, begins a vivid 
and lovable story of "The King's Daugh- 
ters," in this issue of Chatelaine. As a 
frequent visitor to the Royal Household 
and a friend of the two most famous 
little girls in the world, the Princess 
Elizabeth, heir to the British crown, and 
Margaret Rose, she has had a rare op- 
portunity to see them at home, at play 

and at work. 
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London, Glamis, Balmoral, Birkhall—her 
parents’ little Highland house—St. Paul’s 
Waldenbury, in Hertfordshire, and Windsor 
Castle. 


IN THE autumn of 1928, she went to a 
new place, Naseby Hall, in Northampton- 
shire, which her father had taken for the 
hunting season. Here her great love for 
horses first took possession of her and she 
used to visit the stables every morning to 
pat the shining necks of King George’s 
hunters, and offer them sugar on the flat 
of her little outstretched palm. One thrill- 
ing day she was taken to her first meet of 
the hounds and here, too, she had her first 
riding lesson. 

This year, for the first time, owing to 
the very serious illness of her grandfather, 
the King, Princess Elizabeth did not spend 
Christmas at Sandringham. When at last 
the King got better, he went to Bognor 
(since called Bognor Regis) to convalesce, 
and Princess Elizabeth, to whom he was 
devoted, was lent to him as a tonic. Here 
many people remember her walking beside 
her grandfather’s bath chair, brandishing 
her spade and prattling incessantly. But 
of Bognor, she herself has only the mistiest 
memories, her most distant impression 
being that she did not like the sea. 

During this winter (1929) for the first 
time in her life, Princess Elizabeth had to 
stay in bed for a few days with a feverish 
cold, but it was found quite easy to amuse 
her while she was an invalid. Shortly 
afterward Nurse Knight became ill and 
was for a time obliged to stay in bed. 
Afraid that her Nannie might be dull, 
Princess Elizabeth made a selection of 
what she thought her most attractive toys 
and carried them to the invalid’s room. 

That year, during her August visit to 
Glamis, her grandmother gave a large 
garden party. Attracted by the band, 
especially the immense drum, Princess 
Elizabeth, a tiny figure in periwinkle-blue 
muslin, wandered onto the big lawn, and 
when the music burst into the compelling 
strains of a reel, she felt irresistibly inspired 
to dance and pranced and jiggled up and 
down in perfect time to the music, until, 
pausing for breath, she suddenly discovered 
that she was in the centre of an immense 
circle and being watched by hundreds and 
hundreds of fascinated spectators. This 
publicity was too much for her. For once 
she became both visibly and audibly shy, 
and, seeing her mother somewhere in the 
far distance, turned tail and made for the 
haven of her outstretched arms. 

There, in November (1929) Princess 
Elizabeth, for the first time underwent the 
ordeal of being painted. For once this 
considerate child found it impossible to do 
what was required. Immobility, the most 
difficult thing yet demanded of her, was 
too much for her quicksilver vitality. She 
considered ‘‘sitting’’—to give her activities 
a courtesy title—definitely a very poor 
way of passing the time. 

Another ordeal she finds very hard to 
bear is the trying-on of clothes. Patient 
attendants kneeling round her with their 
mouths full of pins, often have to empty 
their mouths in order to implore her to 
keep still. 

One day, when she was just three, her 
nurse, a little wearied by her charge’s 
ceaseless restlessness, "said to Katherine 
McClean—‘‘Katta,”’ the Princess calls her, 
who came to Queen Elizabeth when she 
was nine, and is still with her as lady’s 
maid—‘‘When Lilibet’s mummy was a 
little girl, you had an angel to dress, I’m 
sure.” 

A few days later, during another trying- 
on ordeal, Queen Elizabeth’s bell rang. 

“Hurry up, Katta,” said Princess 
Elizabeth, with gentle irony. ‘“You go and 


1”? 


dress your angel now! 


PRINCESS ELIZABETH’S fourth birth- 
day was spent at Windsor Castle, and on 
its morning, when crowds thronged at the 
Norman Gate trying to burst into the 
quadrangle to see her, she stepped toward 
them and gracefully blew them several 
kisses. {Continued on page 48} 
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“Palaces?”’ These can scarcely have acted 
as a magic carpet to Princess Elizabeth, 
happily and humdrumly at home, as she 
was, in Windsor Castle and Buckingham 
Palace. No doubt “‘cottage” would have 
been the word to kindle her imagination. 

While Cinderellas dream of glass 
coaches, the one vehicle which seems really 
romantic to Princess Elizabeth and her 
sister is the ordinary motor-omnibus. 
These great, clumsy, red affairs packed 
with human beings they find absolutely 
enchanting. At present their greatest wish 
is to be allowed to be passengers in an 
omnibus, and they have been promised 
that, as a great treat, they shall just once 
be allowed this thrilling experience. Mean- 
while, denied the pleasure of buses, tubes 
and taxis, they make the best of ponies 
and bicycles. 

Though for a long time she was never 
allowed to make any public appearances, 
real privacy was impossible, and very 
gradually there filtered into her conscious- 
ness a vaguely puzzled sense as to some- 
thing peculiar about her position. ‘‘Some- 
times strangers speak to me as if they 
knew me,”’ she once said wonderingly. 

Intimations of something unusual grew 
more frequent. 

Though the present still held her atten- 
tion almost to the entire exclusion of the 
future, and her life was as normal as any 
other child’s, occasionally, especially 
during lessons when history was being 
studied, there came hints, intuitions, sur- 
mises of a very different fate that might 
be awaiting her. Very gradually the possi- 
bilities of this fate were broken to her. 
She was encouraged to ask questions about 
Queen Elizabeth and Queen Victoria. 

Once when she was introduced to a 
lady and told her name was Victoria, the 
visitor noticed a barely perceptible 
straightening of the child’s back, a slight 
darkening of her eyes as though from a 
passing shadow, and a tiny tremor in the 
clear voice that said, “Victoria? I think 
I have heard that name before.” 

It was during lessons, while poring over 
a genealogical tree, that the child, who was 
still only dimly conscious of the possibilities 
of her future, was definitely told that some 
day she might be Queen of England. Her 
immediate response was characteristic. 

“If I ever am Queen, the first thing I 
shall do will be to make a law forbidding 
people to ride or drive on Sunday. Horses 
must have a holiday!’ 

That was all she said; how much she may 
have thought we shall never know. 

Natural though she still is and very 
gay, there is nowadays in the expression 
of her steadfast eyes at times a suggestion 
of awe; a rather humble, solemn look, and 
in her general bearing an air of resigned 
responsibility, as if the motto of true 
royalty, “Ich Dien,’”’ were already deeply 
instilled into her very being, and she had 
bowed her bright head to the decree: 

“* Her will is not her own, 
For she herself is subject to her birth.” 

And now, owing to an unforeseeable 
twist of history, the fact of Royalty has 
been brought much more vividly to her 
imagination. The familiar home of the 
“palace with a number,” as 145, Piccadilly 
was called, is exchanged for a most unmis- 
takably real palace, where flags are always 
flying and sentinels perpetually on guard; 
she has driven through acclaiming crowds 
to see her father crowned King and 
Emperor of the greatest Empire the world 
has ever known. 

Small wonder if at times her face should 
look a little solemn for her years. But, in 
spite of circumstances, we may feel confi- 
dent that, thanks to the guardian angel of 
her childhood — her mother — Princess 
Elizabeth will continue quite easily, and 
for the most part quite happily, to accept 
the strange duality of her life. At home, 
living in close contact with her parents, 
she will remain a natural child with a 
wholesome acceptance of schoolroom 
authority and a charming friendliness for 
everyone she meets. Day after day, week 
after week, she will enjoy all the ordinary 
pursuits of her age. Only just very occa- 


sionally, at the Court ceremonials and 
processions, that she and her sister must 
now grace, she will, in all humility, realize 
that, because she is the daughter of her 
parents, she is in her public capacity re- 
garded by the people as a symbol—as a 
sort of a flag. And on these days she will 
behave with a very special dignity because 
she knows that in a wholly impersonal way 
her small self is representing something 
that is very great--greater than she can 
yet quite understand. 

To prepare herself for the service of that 
“something,” this dedicated child knows 
she must work hard—harder than other 
little girls—now and all the days of her 
life. 

From the very beginning of her life, 
Princess Elizabeth was inevitably an object 
of world-wide interest and affection. 
Photographs of the much-loved child were 
soon to be found in almost every small 
home throughout the Empire. Countless 
strange gifts sent from every square mile 
of the Dominions flowed in by every post, 
and legions of little girls were named after 


her as well as every imaginable kind of, 


object, from chocolates and china to hos- 
pital wards. Before long her distinct little 
face adorned a Newfoundland stamp, and 
in the farthest south the Union Jack now 
waves over Princess Elizabeth Land. 


UNTIL AUGUST, 1930, Princess Eliza- 
beth reigned alone in her nurseries. Then 
another baby came to claim its share of 
love and time. Princess Elizabeth’s autoc- 
racy was now at an end, but, as the new 
baby was not a brother, the event in no 
sense diminished the elder daughter’s 
importance in the eyes of the Empire. 

Princess Margaret Rose was born at 
Glamis, the first member of the Royal 
Family born in Scotland since the birth of 
Charles I at Dunfermline in 1600. This 
new Princess was fourth in succession to 
the throne, and the excitement which her 
birth stirred in the quiet village of Glamis 
can easily be imagined. Mr. Clynes, the 
then Home Secretary, was staying with 
special police on duty at Airlie Castle, 
eight miles from Glamis. His pleasant 
visit was unexpectedly protracted, and the 
long gathering excitement burst into blaze 
when at last, in the stormy evening hours 
of Thursday, the 21st, his car was seen to 
dash through the gates of the castle. The 
villagers stood waiting in the pouring rain, 
and soon the church bells rang out the 
news that all was well. 

Mr. Clynes found the new Princess wide- 
awake in her cradle in the Tapestry Room. 
Having dispatched a telegram to the Lord 
Mayor of London, who has the historic 
right to be the first person outside the 
Royal Family to be informed of a Royal 
birth, he also telegraphed to the Gover- 
nors-General of the Dominions and Crown 
Colonies. 

The doctors in attendance issued the 
official bulletin, ‘““The Infant Princess is 
doing fine.” “Doing fine,”’ is a Scottish 
colloquialism, and was used to emphasize 
the fact that the Princess had been born 
north of the Tweed. 

In London the bells clanged out their 
welcome, and at Glamis, the home of her 
mother’s happy childhood, the “‘lassie’s 
bairn,” as the villagers called the baby 
Princess, was hailed by a magnificent bon- 
fire. Blazing on the top of Hunter’s Hill, 
it lit up the larch, spruce and oak trees, 
flaring, crackling and roaring up into the 
air to the great disturbance of the roe-deer. 

Lifted up to one of the high windows of 
the old castle, Princess Elizabeth blinked 
in ecstatic admiration at the glorious blaze, 
and the showers of golden sparks stream- 
ing up toward the pale moon. The glamor 
of this glorious fire sent her opinion of the 
baby sister, with whom it was associated, 
soaring up as high as the leaping flames. 
Evidently, then, a baby sister was a cause 
for rejoicing—something really worth hav- 
ing. Clearly she must be more important 
than any doll or puppy. Better even than 
a pony! Very well, then, this baby sister 
should be made very welcome. 

Princess Elizabeth’s first act was to 
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“Well, she finally made 
the grade!” 


“QO ‘B.B.B..’ finally put it over!” 
Dave, the City Editor mused. 
“Nice scoop for you, Clara.” 

“ *B.B.B.’ ? That’s a new one on 
me, Dave.” 

*‘Bad Breath Bertha. Society’s been 
calling her that behind her back ever 
since she came out 10 years ago. You 
know it as well as I do.” 

“Better! But they can’t say it any 
more.” 

‘How come?” 

“About a year ago I told her what 
her trouble was; felt sorry for her... 
suggested she use Listerine.” 

*‘And now she knocks off the prize 
catch of the town; you had nerve, 
Clara.” 

“She thanked me for it. She’d never 
have landed him but for that hint.” 

“Say! There’s an idea there for the 
Advice to Women column. ‘Control 
your Breath and you Control your 
Future.’” 

‘Not so dumb, Dave. If you met as 
many men and women as I do you’d 
realize that most of them have hali- 
tosis and never realize it.” 

*That’s the insidious part about it, 


Have you tried 


eS ee ae ee 


TOOTH PASTE Ly 


as the ads say.” 

“Show me a woman who’s careless 
about her breath and I’ll show you a 
gal that’s already on the shelf.” 


“Right you are, Clara. My girls 
wouldn’t think of going to a party 
without first using the old Listerine.” 

“Smart kiddies!” 


“By the way, Clara, how’s Listerine 
for that morning after taste and the 
old next day breath?” 

“My husband says it does the 
trick.” 

“O. K., Clara, I’ll give you a report 
Monday.” 

DON’T OFFEND OTHERS 
There’s no doubt of it; Listerine Antiseptic, 
with its remarkable deodorant power, is the 
accepted treatment for halitosis (bad breath) 
whether caused by excessive eating and drink- 
ing, fermenting food particles in the mouth, or 
decaying teeth. Use night and morning, and 


before social and business engagements. 
LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co, (CANADA) Lp. 


For HALITOSIS 








More than '4 POUND of tooth paste in the 
double size tube 40¢ 


Regular size tube 25¢ 





MADE IN CANADA 
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SEEING HER TH 


'M GLAD 

YOU SAID 

@ SOMETHING 
IN TIME; COME 

tH RIGHT DOWN 

> TOMY 


1) WON'T GO ASHORE } 
TOMORROW; ONE 
DAY OF EVERY 
MONTH 1S SIMPLY 
OUT OF MY LIFE. 





HOW DO YOU FEEL 
HONEY ? ANY PAIN ? 


} HAVE NOT FELT 
A PARTICLE OF 


\ PAIN. I'M NOT 


/ 
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EVERY month sees more women 
accepting the peace and comfort of 
Midol! It’s old-fashioned to suffer 
periodic pain, because there is now a 
reliable remedy for such suffering. 
Some women who have always had 
the hardest time are relieved by Midol. 
Many who use Midol do not feel one 
twinge of pain, or even a moment’s 
discomfort during the entire period. 
Don’t let the calendar regulate your 
















RO 


YOU ARE COMING ha fp 
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P ABSOLUTE COMFORT! —<fl 
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A THROUGH THE DAY. | KVOW. a 





+ NIGHT * 
THE MOON 
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AND REVELRY 
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THE OLD 
SUFFERING. 
ONE MORE 
WOMAN WHO 
KNOWS THAT 
M/DOL TAKES iP 
CARE OF THAT ht 
KIND OF PAIN. A 


activities! Don’t “favor yourself” or 
“save yourself” on certain days of 
every month! Keep going, and keep 
comfortable—with the aid of Midol. 
These tablets provide a proven means 
for the relief of such pain, so why en- 
dure suffering Midol might spare you? 

Try it free and be convinced! Send 
your name and address to General 
Drug Co., Windsor, Ontario, Canada, 
for a trial box prepaid. 


COLLAR LAAT PEON |, SRN NR RR RRC MR eR NORTE IS MTR 


DON’T GIVE 
YOUR AGE away! 


Don’t take a resigned well-it-had-to- 
come sort of attitude immediately you 
detect the first sign of a wrinkle. Do 
something about it, quickly. Go right 
out, buy a jar of Innoxa Skin Food and 
keep incipient wrinkles out of sight. 
Rich, absorbent, nourishing, Innoxa 
Skin Food takes the flakiness from your 
face if it is dry and gives you a soft, 


smooth, firm skin. Price: $2.25 
and $3.75. 

Take away the lines already there with 
Innoxa Muscle Oil. Price: $1.50 


and $4.75. 

Cleanse your face twice daily with the 
refreshing Innoxa Complexion Milk 
which removes dirt and impurities 
from deep beneath the surface. 
Price: $1.50 and $3.00. 





MAKE INNOXA A HABIT AND HAVE A YOUNG SKIN ALL YOUR LIFE 





Sponge afterwards with Innoxa Skin 
Tonic to soothe and stimulate the skin 
surface. Price: $1.75 and $3.25. 
And follow’ with 
Cream, the perfect powder base for 
dry skins. Price: $1.00 and $1.75. 


IM NOXe 


Innoxa (England) Limited, 38 Old Bond St. 
London, W.1. Sole Agents for Canada: 
Ralph W, Barton & Co., Ltd., Toronto, 


Innoxa Mousse 


INNOXA PREPARATIONS ARE RECOMMENDED BY THE MEDICAL PROFESSION 


| 


No doubt she accepted a cheering crowd 
as a perfectly natural compliment to any 
little girl’s fourth birthday. 

Later in the morning the Scots Guards 
marched into the Castle to change the 
guard, and when, after the ceremony, they 
marched back to barracks, the little pink- 
clad figure, now very erect and solemn, 
stood to attention to take the salute. No 
waving or kissing of hands this time. 
Clearly she realized the distinction between 
a formal and an informal occasion. 

Once, long before this fourth birthday, 
when she was in the courtyard delightedly 
listening to the band playing, an officer 
approached her perambulator, saluted and 
said: “Have we Your Royal Highness’s 
permission to dismiss?” Responding with 
a solemn salute, she shouted out, ‘Yes, 
please!’ turning round with great satis- 
faction to say to her nurse, “‘Didn’t Lilibet 
say it loud?” 

Visitors to Windsor have vivid memories 
of her when she could first run, tearing 
along the interminable corridors of the 
Castle, to wrap herself round King George 
V’s knees. Grandfather and grandchild 
were always boon companions. In fact, 
her large court has held no more devoted 
slave than the late King. Among other 
liberties, she was once known to sweep all 
the food off his plate in order to give it to 
her little dog; and another time both 
grandparent and grandchild were dis- 
covered flat on the floor searching under a 
sofa. “We are looking for Lilibet’s hair- 
slide,” explained His Majesty. 

Once Princess Elizabeth even thought 
it necessary to rebuke her beloved grand- 
father. ‘Grandpa England,” she said 
reproachfully, “Grandpa England, you for- 
got to shut the door.” 

And after tea at the Castle, it used to be 
a very pleasant sight to see the little girl, 
bright as an atom of radium, playing 
“Animal Grab,” ‘‘Happy Families,” or 
“Donkey” with an adoring circle of 
ancient Court Officials. 

Happy as she was with her elders, she 
occasionally entertained contemporaries at 
the Castle. One day, a small boy, a little 
younger than herself, arrived rather shyly 
to play with her in the grounds. Attracted 
by his irrepressible fuzz of curls, she 
instantly took off her gloves to—what she 
called—‘‘feel his hair.” This personal 
inspection having successfully broken any 
ice that may have been floating on the 
social surface, she then led him up to Mr. 
Baldwin, who was standing in the doorway, 
and said: ‘‘Quite nice, isn’t he?” 

With Prime Ministers she has always 
been at her ease. Recognizing Mr. Ram- 
say MacDonald one day at Buckingham 
Palace, she darted up to him and said: 
“I saw a picture of you in Punch, but then 
you were a gander leading some ducks.” 

It was many years before there dawned 


on our Princess Elizabeth any inkling of 


the singularity of her position, any realiza- 
tion that circumstances separated her from 
other children. Why, indeed, should it 
have occurred to her? Accustomed to 
crowds from her earliest infancy, she no 
doubt took their attentions entirely as a 
matter of course, and considered cheering 
—if she thought about it at all—a perfectly 
natural greeting accorded to all little girls. 

It is indeed impossible to conjecture at 
what phase in the wonderment and dawn- 
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‘FREE FROM SCIATICA 
FOR 35 YEARS 


In Perfect Health at 73——Thanks 


to Kruschen 





Thirty-five years ago this septuagenarian 
was helpless with sciatica. Then he heard of 


| Kruschen. Since that day, he has enjoyed 
| perfect health. Here is his remarkable 
| story :— 


“Thirty-five years ago, I had a severe 
attack of sciatica, and could scarcely move 
for about six weeks. Then I started taking 
Kruschen—about half-a-teaspoonful every 
morning in hot water. In a few weeks, I 
got rid of the awful pain in my hips. I have 
never had to consult a doctor since, and 
am still in perfect health at 73 years of age, 
which I can only attribute to taking 
| Kruschen Salts every morning.”—T. A. 

Most people grow old long before their 


| time because they neglect one vital need of 
health—the need of internal cleanliness. 


| 


ing self-consciousness of childhood, the | 


fact of being set apart from others by the 
chance of birth, would be realized. So 
many exceptional things would be taken 
as quite normal. 

“I’ve been to London to visit the 
Queen.”” One wonders how differently that 
classical nursery rhyme would ring in the 
ears and mind of a child who knows the 
beloved person she calls Granny, is by 
others referred to as the Queen. 

And fairytales with the inevitable 
golden-haired Princesses? Could the word 
Princess have any glamor to a golden- 
haired little girl who hears her own every- 
day self referred to as “Princess?” And 
words that stirred one’s own childish 
imagination—words like “Castles” and 


| Eventually, they start the healthy Kruschen 
habit. Then, probably for the first time in 
their lives, they start getting rid, every day, 
of all waste matter from the system. The 
result is renewed health and vigour. Ail- 
ments due to clogged systems vanish, youth 
returns, and life becomes really worth 
living. 





BLACKHEADS 


Get two ounces of peroxine powder 
from your druggist. Sprinkle on a hot, 
wet cloth and rub the face gently. 
Every blackhead will be dissolved. 
The one safe, sure and simple way to 
remove blackheads. Have a Holly- 
wood complexion. 


Ct MAKE-UP 142 
bein ste too! 


@ Be colorful, yet never look “made-up.” 
Gaudy make-up has vanished! The Color 
Change Principle available in Tangee lipstick, 
rouge, and powder brings natural loveliness — 
it intensifies your own coloring, and you'll 
never have that “made-up” look. 


How to Be Lovelier 


Tangee changes color as you apply 
it, to the blush rose of your own lips. 


With Tangee Face Powder your 
skin looks fresher, younger, for Tan- 
gee blends naturally with your own 
complexion. 


Your cheeks when rouged with 
Tangee are radiant with your own 
color. In Creme or Compact form. 
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wk 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-UP KIT 


Palmers Ltd., 750 Vitre Street W., Montreal, Can. l 
Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing miniature i 
Tangee sdpetick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, j 
Face Powder. Send 15c (stamps or coin). CH.6 
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eight. We ordered four new books but 
passed a motion that no other members 
be received as we wanted a definite routing 
of the books and we wanted to start reading 
at once. 

The committee met to number the books 
and to draw up an itinerary for them. We 
arranged them in such a way that non- 
fiction and fiction alternated, and so that 
light reading followed heavy reading. We 
used our book review to help us with this. 
We routed them so that each member 
passed books to her nearest neighbor. 

We made a few rules and got the approv- 
al of the meeting on them before the books 
were circulated. We asked that each 
member date and autograph her book on 
the day she received it; that she put a 
substantial cover on the first book received; 
that she keep the book two weeks less one 
day, and pass it on every other Saturday 
so that each member would have a book 
for Sunday reading; that she pledge herself 
to pass on her book on time, whether or not 
she had finished reading it. 

It was agreed that we should meet on the 
third Monday evening of every month, for 
a short business meeting—a program and 
discussion, and last, but not least, the 
inevitable refreshments. We were to close 
not later than ten thirty. 

Our next problem was to provide pro- 
grams that would be enjoyed by every- 
body. We passed questionnaires requesting 
members to check those subjects in which 
each was particularly interested. On our 
list we put poetry, biography, drama, 
authors, children’s literature, book re- 
views, art and artists, and debate. We 
asked, also, that each slip be signed. 
Using these we drew up a program for the 
whole year. Our secretary was instructed 
to write the Extension Department of the 
University and obtain for us, if possible, 
supplementary books from which to get 
program material. 

The University Extension Department 
sent us a splendid selection of forty-two 
books which we were allowed to keep all 
winter. Our secretary very kindly offered 
to act as librarian. Our only expense was 
the express both ways on the books. This 
was defrayed by a five-cent tax on each 
member. 

So much for the first year of the Book 
Club. We had some delightful programs. 
These were entirely voluntary. No mem- 
ber was made to feel uncomfortable if she 
did not act on a program or even if she did 
not attend the meetings. We, who did 
both, felt that we got quite as much out of 
it as we put in. The feeling, in general, at 
the end of the season, was that the club 
had been very worth while and that the 
two-dollar fee had been well spent. We 
drew numbers for the books so that there 
would be no ill-feeling if one member got 
a three-dollar book and another a one- 
dollar reprint. Members were at liberty to 
exchange if they wished. 


THE SECOND year saw some improve- 
ments. Our organization was substantially 
the same. We limited the membership to 
twenty-four. This was divided into reading 
groups of eight, each having as convener 
a member of the executive. The convener 
was responsible for a number of things. 
She routed the books for her group. She 
put into each book a list of all the books in 
her group, in the order in which they would 
be passed, so that each member knew 
exactly what books she would be reading 
and when they would be in her possession. 
The convener was responsible for books 
being passed as a unit from her group to 
the next on a set date. We found that 
while this made work for the convener, 
books were more likely to be passed on time 
from one member to the next; and because 
of a time limit for the group, books did not 
stray out of the circle altogether. 

Within the Book Club, a study group 
was formed. It met every Monday even- 
ing except Book Club night when the 
members attended the regular meeting 
and took part in the programs there. 
There were seven members in this group. 
They were interested in history, inter- 
national relationships, travel, biography, 
poetry and short story writing. The year’s 
work was divided into three-week study 
periods, with that member most interested 
in the subject to be studied, acting as 
leader. The leader assigned topics to each 
of the others and prepared herself to take 
one phase of the subject. She presided at 
the meetings for the three weeks and 
called upon each in turn to present her 
topic. While a member was speaking, 
strict silence was the rule. A few minutes 
between topics were allowed for questions 
or discussion. Each member had a note- 
book and pencil and used it. Each member 
took part at every meeting. There was no 
time for fancywork. We were too inter- 
ested, and we had found that there is 
nothing so disconcerting to a leader as an 
audience whose attention is divided. 

We used the books sent to us from the 
Extension Department for reference, as 
well as maps, books and pictures that 
were loaned from homes in the town. 

The programs of the larger body were 
carried out by the group system. The 
whole membership was divided into inter- 
est groups of four and each group was 
responsible for one program. We found 
every member willing to take part, and as 
a result, we had eight splendid programs 
without any hard-working committee. 
Each group chose its own subject and date 
for presenting a program and these were 
posted at the beginning of the year. Thus, 
we had a poetry evening, a prose evening, 
a dramatic evening, etc. 

I have been prompted to write this as 
encouragement to those communities 
longing for a means of getting good books 
at a minimum cost. May they profit, as 
we did, by adventures in reading. 





TRIBUTE—(to R.S.) 


by Esther Taylor 


* 


They say—before the blackbirds whistle in the trees again, 
Before the winds of autumn march along this street— 
Death will have come—oh yearning limbs and feet 
How tender will the voice of Death sound then! 

Still knowing this, and confident of pain 

You lie and hear our talk of small affairs— 

Outside the world throngs by, engrossed in cares, 
And on your window falls the sun and rain. 

Flames from the ashes of these tragic years 

A lovely courage and a dauntless mirth, 

You march with heroes on this plaintive earth 

And conquer life through agony and tears! 


—May paths of heaven be wide and very fair, 
And all the birds you love fly singing there! 
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“Bobbie”—Thoroughbred 
White West Highland Terrier, 
owned by 
Lady Meredith, 

1110 Pine Ave. West, Montreal. 


“Bobbie” -or ““Blinkbonny Bob- 
bie Burns” as he appears in the 
Canadian National Livestock 


register, is a wonderful house 
dog. 












He is very fond of children, and 
makes friends easily - except 
with cats! They are not persona 
grata, and ‘Bobbie’ takes 
great pleasure in chasing them 









out of the garden. 










Although nearly two years old, 
“Bobbie” hasn't developed a 
taste for candy, but he loves 
meat - raw or cooked. 












“The purest form 
in which tobacco 
can be smoked.” 


Lancet 





IMPROVEMENT LOAN 
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Loans can be 
Home Kangen of The Royal 
‘. endorsers are 


uired, but borrowers must be able 


to retire their loans out of neues 
Repayment is made by wee aly ine 
stalments, over & period of fro 


to five years. 






The Manager of our 
branch nearest you will 
be glad todiscuss your 
Home Improvement 
Loan atany time. Ask 
Sor booklet, “Loans for 
Home Improvements.” 


bi ROYAL BANK OF CANADA 


OVER 600 BRANCHES IN ALL PARTS OF CANADA 
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Miss Hilliard confides a true glamour secret, for you now 
can buy makeup that really matches . . . face powder, 
rouge, lipstick, eye shadow and mascara in scientific 
color harmony. And it’s makeup that matches YOU ... 
for Marvelous Eye-Matched Makeup is keyed to your 
personality color, the color of your eyes. 

Any girl can be a beauty with this new guide to makeup. 
If your eyes are brown wear Marvelous Parisian face 
powder, rouge, lipstick, eye shadow and mascara. If 
they’re hazel, Continental type; blue, Dresden type; or 

gray, Patrician type. Your drug or department store 

has Marvelous Eye-Matched Makeup. Full size packages, 

each item only 65c. Copyright 1937 


MARVELOUS 
The fy Matched MAKEUP 


4y RICHARD HUDNUT + CANADA 


LONDON - NEW YORK - BUENOS AIRES - MEXICO CITY - BERLIN } 
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Suede is smart! 
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UEDE IS SMART but it needs careful atten- 
tion to prevent it becoming old-looking and 
shabby. From Halifax to Victoria, well-dressed 
women prefer the famous English shoe dressing 
—Meltonian. It is made in black 
and all fashionable colours, 
specifically for suede and ante- 
lope shoes and bags. For most 
other leathers, ask for Meltonian 
Cream in dumpi-jar, handi-tube 
or tin. There is a special 
Meltonian Cream for cy 
evening shoes of gold 
or silver kid. 


MELTON 
























collect some of her choicest toys and, 
carrying them in her petticoats, pile them 
into the baby’scot. This was to show there 
was no ill-feeling toward the invader of her 
domain, and also to provide for her imme- 
diate entertainment. 

The new situation had been very care- 
fully and skilfully edited to her. In any 
family where a much-loved first-born has 
for three or four years been the only child, 
the birth of the second is likely to produce 
a state of affairs that requires careful 
handling. A monopoly expires, the curtain 
falls on an autocracy, and the deposed 
baby, hitherto the centre of the only uni- 
verse of which she is able to form any 
conception, suddenly finds her importance 
dwindled, her premises invaded and her 
attendants busy and preoccupied. As she 
realizes that in future the same love and 
the same rooms must be shared with 
another baby, a flicker of jealousy is al- 
most inevitable; and if grown-up people 
are tactless, the flicker is soon fanned into 
flame. 

But to Princess Elizabeth the new baby 
was at once introduced not as a usurper or 
even as a rival, but as a precious posses- 
sion. “Here is a baby sister for you,” was 
the note struck, and any number of varia- 
tions were played on the same theme. 

Happily puffed-up with tender pride 
in the little sister given her to take care of, 
Princess Elizabeth’s protective sense was 
aroused, and the new baby taken straight 
to her heart. 

This is how she announced her new 
acquisition to a visitor. “I’m four,” she 
declared, “‘and I’ve got a baby sister— 
Margaret Rose. And I’m going to call her 
Bud!” 

“Why Bud?” 

“Well, she’s not a real rose yet, is she? 
She’s only a bud.” 

Fortunately, the “Bud” (well-named, 
for never was a child more like a rosebud 
bright with dew) proved herself well de- 
serving of her welcome. Now a delicious 
elfin child of six, she has never given even 
her nearest and dearest cause to regret her 
arrival, and not once has Princess Eliza- 
beth wavered in her allegiance to the most 
perfect of all her playthings. 

The game of ‘“Three Bears” had long 
been one of Princess Elizabeth’s very 
favorite pastimes, her father impersona- 
ting the ‘“‘Very Big Bear,”’ her mother the 
“Rather Big Bear,” herself the “Little 
Bear.” 

“And now we must play at four bears,” 
she announced when her sister was born. 
“The baby will be the ‘Very Little Bear.’ ” 

To be continued next month 


This fascinating study of the daily life of 
Princess Elizabeth and Princess Margaret 
Rose will be continued in Chatelaine next 
month, with more exclusive photographs 
taken by His Majesty the King and gra- 
ciously lent by him to Chatelaine from his 
private collection, 





Organizing a Book Club 


(Continued from page 4) 





felt a glow of satisfaction in being entrusted 
to pick out a whole year’s reading for our 
friends. We did our best to fill all require- 
ments. In this we were greatly helped by 
the heads of book departments, both men 
and women, who gave us much sound 
advice concerning books to buy. At the 
close of the day, we had twenty-four books. 
Some had cost more than two dollars and 
some less. We had a good selection of 
travel, biography, drama, historical novels 
and modern fiction. We had taken care to 
include books that husbands of our mem- 
bers would enjoy. 

Before the books were put into circula- 
tion, our membership had reached twenty- 
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on Hands, Clothes, Woodwork, or Rugs 


Parker’s new ink 
washes out without trace! 








Parker WASHABLE Quink is the only ink that can 
be spilled SAFELY. And ink is sure to be spilled some- 
time. So take the precaution of getting WASHABLE 
Quink before another day of school. 


A harmless ingredient in Quink dissolves the sediment 
left by pen-clogging inks— cleanses your pen as it 
writes—a Parker or any other. This ends clogging— 
allows the pen to start instantly. And Quink dries so 
fast on paper that you can throw your blotters away. 


Don’t get our PERMANENT Quink — it’s for 
verlasting records. It’s as permanent as the paper. 
ai And don’t risk so-called 
Parker 
* 
U7, Quink by its full name. 
15¢ or 25¢. 


washable inks that may 
leave a stain. Be sure to 
The Parker Fountain Pen Co., Limited, Toronto. 


ask for WASHABLE 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to Go 

The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. 
You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 
body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk, 

A mere bowel movement doesn't always get 
at the cause. You need something that works on 
the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter’s 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter's 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 
anything else. 25c, 





You Need Never Again Suffer From 





Zino-pad relieves pain— Medicated Disk safely 
Prevents corns, sore toes removes corn 


Use Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads and you need 
never again suffer from corns, sore toes, 
callouses or bunions. They instantly re- 
lieve pain and stop the cause—shoe fric- 
tion and pressure; soothing Ww 

| and healing. 

Protect sensitive toes with 
these thin, cushioning pads 
and you'll stop corns before 

| they can develop and have 
| no more discomfort from 
new or tight shoes. 


Apply Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads 
| widt be separate Medicated Disks, 






















included in every box, and your 
corns or callouses lift out, No 
other method does all these things 
for you. 
| Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are thin, 
| velvety-soft, waterproof. Don’t 
stick to stocking or come off in the 
| bath. weer to apply. Sizes for 
' Corns, Callouses, Bunions and 
Soft Corns between the toes. Cost 
but a trifle. Sold everywhere. 


| DS Scholls 








Zino-pads 
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Why Did You Come 
to Canada? 
(Continued from page 21) 





And I came out overflowing with eager- 
ness to tell all I had seen and experienced, 
for life had gripped me so closely, so bare- 
handed. It seemed so clearly my duty to 
contribute my small part in revealing the 
truth of Russia’s deep suffering, so genuine 
and striking in the joy and in the pain of 
what I had been through. Such a world of 
torment, unmeasured in its profundity, 
unknown to those who had not lived it! 

Let me just get something to eat first! 
Then I'll tell, for all must know, all must 
come to understand! And I drew a deep 
breath and started to speak— 

Then I stopped. For upon the faces of 
my listeners there came such a look of 
flatness and indifference that I felt as ifa 
thick wall had risen between them and me. 
In amazement I saw that they were 
completely untouched by those years of 
constant dangers, of starvation, of awful 
political oppression that to me were such a 
living experience, such a ruthless even cruel 
stripping from life of its cherished make- 
believe. The actual facts of ‘“Red’’ and 
“White,” the ones no less bloody than 
the others, they could not even imagine 
as I had seen them in their stark naked- 
ness. But I should have known—they had 
heard too much of these things during the 
years of war and revolution. How could I 
expect that they, safe outsiders, should be 
interested in what to them must seem such 
remote and unreal events. It was only 
natural that they should turn away bored. 
But to me in my eagerness the check to 
muteness was stunning. 

Slowly and painfully I tried to recatch 
life as it had been before I met it full-face 
in Russia. I strove to match my stride to 
that of those now surrounding me, whose 
daily interests were a new novel, the latest 
Pirandello play, or Madame X’s afternoon 
tea, not simple preservation of life. 

At this period, perhaps, it was needed 
only that I find some work hard enough to 
tax my utmost abilities and interesting 
enough to take my thoughts away from 
Russia and all I had left there, joys and 
sorrows. Then Canada might have re- 
mained to me an unreal vision far away by 
the horizon. But here in Sweden at this 
time there seemed no need for anyone with 
so changed an outlook as those years in 
Russia had brought me. Everywhere I 
turned my eyes, crowds pushed and 
jostled one another. And, suddenly, I 
found it oppressive, airless, hard to breathe. 

Again, as once before by the barred 
window of the prison cell in Russia, within 
the range of my vision came Canada. 
Space and fresh air, how I longed for them, 
how I craved them. And the vast land- 
scape of Canada must be so much alike to 
that of Russia, the prairies, the forests, 
the space. Could there, in this resemblance, 
be a remedy for my futile longing to look 
back? 


“CANADA IS the land of milk and honey 
for those who wish to milk the cows and 
tend the bees.” 

This trite sentence, found during my 
search for more facts about Canada, made 
a deep impression upon me. For, inter- 
preted, it meant abundance of work, hard 
work, and a fair interchange between work 
and its reward of contentment. So the 


image of Canada lingered, and it grew 
until it blotted out the pictures of all other 
lands. Canada, hard and rough perhaps, 
but fresh and free! 

And so one bright day of spring I broke 
with the old and turned my face toward 
the new. With enough money in my pocket 
to travel about for three or four months 
and—in case of need—for a return passage, 
I crossed the ocean to find out whether my 
picture of Canada carried a good resem- 
blance to the original. 

Canada’s large eastern cities gave me 
my first impressions. A hazy alluring 
beauty lay over them as I beheld them 
from afar in the glow of a sunset. There 
was a certain greatness about them that 
impressed. But in them I found dusty 
streets, pushing crowds and tall buildings 
shutting out the distant rim of the horizon. 
The tired faces of men and women troubled 
me. Hard prominent dollar-signs in glaring 
advertisements were not what I came to 
look for. Everything seemed a little too 
new, too shiny, too bombastic. 

Or was I perhaps a little too new—too 
hasty in my judgment? 

Too easily I fell for the temptation of 
comparing this strange country, of which 
I knew so little, with others I knew. And 
rigidly I shut out comparisons. Canada 
must not be made into a disillusion. 

Then, by chance, I became lost in the 
Canadian backwoods. With a spontaneous 
gesture of welcome that is so characteristic 
to native Canadians, I was entrusted with 
the charge of a Red Cross Outpost in 
Northern Ontario. The sincerity of this 
welcome put me completely at ease, and, in 
the course of time, it effectively rid me of 
any lingering feeling of strangeness. To 
repay in kind, I threw myself into the work 
thus entrusted to me heart and soul. I 
could do no less. 

Four years later I crossed the ocean 
again. But this time there was a prepaid 
return-ticket hidden away in my purse, for 
the outcome of this journey left little 
doubt in my mind. Yet, before taking the 
final step of becoming a Canadian citizen, I 
wished to make sure that I would not 
regret it, nor make such promises to Can- 
ada that I could not keep. I wished to look 
upon the country I proposed to make my 
future home from the shores of my native 
land. The illumination of fair comparison 
and the perspective of distance might 
make a difference. 

But when I returned and saw again the 
rugged rocks of Nova Scotia dip out of a 
tumultuous sun-glittering sea, my heart 
missed a beat. And I knew that in coming 
back, I had made no mistake. I knew also 
that I felt the same thrill of love and 
affection at the sight of the rough shoreline 
of this new country, as I did when first I 
caught sight of my beloved Sweden three 
months earlier. Strange as it seems, one 
can love two countries without encroach- 
ing upon the rights of either. For to strive 
to become a good citizen of a new land is to 
strive to hold high the true colors of one’s 
native country. 

Thus I came to Canada, not to nurse a 
broken heart, but to tend something new 
that impetuously pressed through to live 
out of the shattered fragments of a lost 
episode. And of all countries I chose 
Canada, because she, I knew, possessed 
the unspoiled soil, the life-giving space, the 
fresh winds that promote spontaneous 
growth. 

And the gratitude of this new Canadian 
to the land of her adoption is great, not 
only for these generous gifts, but for the 
friendly hand extended in a timely hour 
and for a blessed corner in its spacious 
woods, called home, 


IN THE NOVEMBER CHATELAINE 
“Play Girl," by Theresa Hyde Phillips 


The glamorous story of a girl who thought she could forget the magnificent 
tradition of the stage which her actress mother left her... . but who found 
that there's a great deal more behind the footlights than artifice and 


make-believe. 





If moisture once collects on the 
armhole of your dress, the warmth 
of your body will bring out stale 
“armhole odor” just when you 
want to be most alluring! 


OMETIMES the minute you see a new 
man, you know he is wonderful. You 
meet him. You dance. It’s divine. But 
that’s all! He can’t forgive your careless 
neglect of that little hollow under yourarm! 
Don’t let it happen to you. No matter 
how smartly dressed or how charming you 
are, you cannot expect to be socially ac- 
ceptable unless that small underarm area 
is kept not only sweet, but dry. 

If you stop to think, you will realize 
that just deodorizing is not enough. Creams 
that are not made to stop perspiration 
cannot give the complete protection you 
need. Unless your underarm is kept abso- 
lutely dry, some moisture is bound to 
collect on your dress. You may make 
yourself sweet again, but your dress 
will betray you every time you put it on. 
Test your dress tonight. Many girls test the 
underarm by smelling it and never think of 
MADE 

IN 
CANADA 










RUTH MILLER, The Odorono Co., Ltd. 
Dept. 10-Z-7, P.O. Box 2320, Montreal, Canada, 
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the dress! When you take off your dress to- 
night, smell the fabric under the armhole, 
You may learn why many people who 
seemed to like you became cool and distant 
without any explanation. You will be shocked 
at first, but you will understand why so 
many careful, well-groomed women take the 
extra time and trouble to use Liquid Odorono. 


A few extra seconds make sure 


There is no slapdash, quick way to complete 
personal daintiness. But those few minutes 
of waiting for Liquid Odorono to dry, while 
you do other little personal things, make all 
the difference between offending and the 
assurance of pleasing. And there is no messy 
grease to get on your clothes. You are saved 
the expense of large cleaning bills, the waste 
of ruined frocks and stained coat linings. 


Entirely Safe 


Thousands of fastidious women use Liquid 
Odorono regularly for complete dryness of 
the underarm. It works by gently closing the 
pores in that one small closed-in area. The 
excess moisture is diverted to other parts of 
the body where it can evaporate freely. 
Odorono comes in two strengths—Reg- 
ular and Instant. Regular Odorono (Ruby 
colored) need be used only twice a week. 
Instant Odorono is for especially sensitive 
skin or quick emergency use. Use it daily or 
every other day. At all toilet-goods counters. 
To double your charm, send today for 
sample vials of the two Odoronos and leaflet 
on complete underarm dryness offered below. 


SEND 8 [OR INTRODUCTORY SAMPLES 



















_ Lenclose 8¢, to cover cost of postage and pack- 
ing, for samples of Instant and Regular Odorono 
and descriptive leaflet. 












Name— inne 


Address 






City 











on 
bo 


CHATELAINE, OCTOBER, 1937 


| How I Lost | 
Thirty Pounds 


hy NITA M. WARD 


* 
| IN A PERIOD of eight months I reduced 
| from 158 pounds to my present weight of 
128. My investment in a new figure, a 
healthier body and a happier outlook was 
the best I ever made. From a fat, ailing, 
spineless woman I have turned into a 
good-looking, youthful individual with a 











Keeps the Hair 


Bruce Cabot — don't 
fail to see his new 
Grand National picture, 
“Love Takes Flight” 









EVERY GIRL SHOULD REMEMBER 
THAT FOR “LIP APPEAL” HER 
MOUTH MUST BE SOFT AND 
SMOOTH=RADIANTLY YOUNG 





BUT NOBODY 
WILL GIVE ME 
A CHANCE 

| GUESS IM JUST 


OH, MR. CABOT. IT WAS GRAND [i 


OF YOU TO TELL ME ABOUT 
z| KISSPROOF! (VE LANDED A PART 
IN THIS NEW PICTURE! 
















zest for living and a vitality I had forgotten 
could exist. And best of all, I have 
developed will power that has never let 
me regain my old extra poundage or my 
old careless ways, although it is six years 
since I made myself over. 

I am five feet four and a half inches tall 
and weighed 122 pounds when I was 
married at twenty-four years of age. After 
the birth of my son, I weighed 152. It 
wasn’t until he was three years old that a 
remark from my husband made me 
realize how fat I had become. 

So I took stock of myself. First, I 

stripped and faced myself in a full-length 
mirror. I was astounded at what I saw! 
The fat had congealed from the waist 
| down and there were two big bulges above 
| the waist. My shoulders were not too 
| bad, my arms above the elbow were laden 
with fat, my neck was good and luckily 
my chinline had held, but hips and thighs 
were rolling in fat, and legs and ankles 
were twice the size they should have been. 
Some people may not know that the feet 
fatten, but I have proved that they do. | 
for now I am wearing shoes two sizes 
smaller and a narrower width than I was 
then. 

Yet I was frightened to go about any | 
drastic dieting. I had seen so many people 
who went in for reducing fads come 
through with wrinkled faces, flabby skins, 
dark circles under their eyes, scrawny hair 
and an appearance aged by at least ten 
years. So I decided to go about it carefully. 


| 


FIRST OF ALL, I went to a good doctor. | 
| He sent me to a hospital for a gland test. 

Extreme fat sometimes indicates gland 

trouble, and can be cured by medicine. 
| However, he found my glands in good 
| condition, my heart exceptionally strong, 

and lungs good. But my digestion was bad 

—I was subject to bilious attacks and 
| racking headaches lasting two days. So he 





Young 


} OU can always recognize an 
EVAN-WILLIAMS SHAMPOO'D 


head by the richness of the 
colour, the softness, and the 
natural lustre . . . loveliness in its 
most delightful form. 


“ORDINARY” for DARK HAIR, 
“CAMOMILE” for FAIR HAIR. 


Shampoos 10c. each—3 for 25c. 


EVAN 


aA ON 
Bere 





in Young 


Absorb blemishes and discolorations using 
Mercolized Wax daily as directed. Invisible 
particles of aged skin are freed and all 
such as blackheads, tan, freckles and 

pores disappear. Skin is then beauti- 
ful y clear, velvety and so soft—face looks 
years younger. Mercolized Wax brings out 
your hidden beauty. At all leading druggists. 


Powdered Saxolite 
Reduces wrinkles and other age-signs. Sim- 
ply dissolve one ounce paneite in hal-pint 

teh hazel and use lotion. 


Keops Sk 


advised long walks and complete abstin- 
[Continued on page 58} | Se oti i 







The Beauty-Cream base of Kissproof protects the lips against 
drying and cracking while it gives a warm, lasting color. 
Kissproof is a girl's most precious aid to loveliness. 


Lipstick in 5 luscious shades at 
drug and department stores ' 50¢ 


(Match it with Kissproof rouge, 2 le _ 
Lip and Cheek (creme) or Compact (dry) 
Kissproof Powder in 5 flattering shades 


Generous trial sizes at all 10¢ stores. 


Kissproof 


Sndelible iipstick inte \ 
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WHAT AN IMPROVEMENT 


Maybelline 









DOES MAKE/ 
Eyes framed by long, dark, luxuriant 
lashes—twin pools of loveliness! They 
are yours instantly and easily with 













Maybelline Mascara, either Solid or 
Cream form. Here is the very essence 
of romantic charm. 

Maybelline is harmless, tear-proof, 
non-smarting. Not waxy, beady or 
gummy. Applies simply, smoothly, gives 
a natural appearance. Tends to make 
lashes curl. More than ten million 
beauty-wise women from Paris to Holly- 
wood use Maybelline regularly. 75c 
everywhere. Black, Brown or Blue. 

Use the smooth Maybelline Eyebrow 
Pencil and creamy Maybelline Eye 
Shadow in flattering shades that harmo- 
nize with the mascara. Generous intro- 
ductory sizes of all Maybelline Eye 
Beauty Aids obtainable at 10c stores. 

TODAY —discover this thrill- 
ing way to lovelier, more enchant- 
ing beauty —with Maybelline— 
the eye make-up in good tastel 













“It’s Easy To Make Extra Money 
In Your Spare Time” 


T’S a grand feeling when you know that you can get some 

of the things that you’ve always wanted, and never could 
spare the cash to buy. And yet it’s not difficult to make extra 
money in your spare time, right in your own community. In 
every part of Canada, ambitious Canadians of all ages are 
earning extra dollars by acting as our Local Representatives, 
accepting new and renewal subscription orders for leading 
publications. 
You will not be under the least obligation, if you will write and 
let us give you the full particulars of our money-making plan. 


FIDELITY CIRCULATION CO. OF CANADA 
210 Dundas Street W., Toronto 

























































| JOHN R. PHILLIPS, 

| well-known young author, who writes of to- 

| day's young people in the modern manner. 

| In “My Kind of Woman" he brings a fresh | 
and understanding touch to the story of the 

| small town girl who goes to the city in search 

| of a career. 
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DON’T KEEP reminding a man about his 
duty; the things he ought to do. hat 
brings up thought; the need to make a 
decision whether he will do it or he won’t. 

Remember, he has most likely been 
making decisions all day at the office, and 
his deciding apparatus is tired and weary. 
He wants peace at home. 

Instead of sighing and saying: ‘John, 
we really ought to go and see the Prestons 
tonight; they’ve been so nice, even if they 
do bore us. You know we should keep in 
with them,”’ just surprise him. Do the 
business so painlessly he will not realize 
what is happening until it is all over. Snap 
him up before he even has a chance to balk 
and think up a good excuse for not going. 

Wait until after dinner (give him a good 
one with an extra cup of coffee), then say: 
“Put on your other tie and let’s go over 
and see the Prestons tonight. Better get 
it off our chests. We won't stay long, and 
when we come home I'll skin you at 
cribbage or honeymoon bridge, or else we 
will look over those new stamps you 
bought for your collection the other day.” 

He will be thinking about the stamps 
while he is changing his tie, and the 
necessity for deciding about going to the 
Prestons’ just isn’t! 

He will go, and be glad it’s over, or 
perhaps because it is all settled without a 
struggle. Maybe he will discover that 
Percy Preston collects stamps, too, or 
grows tulips as a hobby. You may simply 
have to tear your man away when it is 
time to go home, because he has caught the 
tulip bug! 

Of course a good helpmeet must have 
sense enough to size things up before she 
springs the trap. If your husband is tired 
and hollow-eyed, or depressed because an 
old account has been taken away from 
him, a quiet evening at home with a book is 
the prescription. The book is only an 
excuse; he can think out what to do while 
he is reading it. 

Don’t make a vital mistake here and 
talk and talk to him when he is tired, no 
matter how chatty you feel. That is just 
cause for separation even if the courts 
don’t recognize it. Haven’t you been too 
weary to talk at times? 

Go chat with the janitor or the woman 
next door if you must talk, or work out 
your energy on knitting; but keep quiet. He 
won’t say anything at the time. You won’t 
even think he sees how much you are 
sacrificing for him. But he’ll appreciate it, 
and some day you will hear he has bragged 
that his wife knows when to talk and when 
to keep still! That one thing will boost 
your stock up a thousand points. 

“But what about me?” you will say. 
“I’m keeping house; I don’t know what is 
going on; I have some rights!” 

It is up to you to find some interests 
outside of your housework if that doesn’t 
satisfy! After all your husband didn’t 
promise in the wedding ritual to be a 
continual entertainment committee of 
one. He has to have time off once in a 


while. 


NINE WOMEN out of every ten are 
naggers whether they know it or not. 
Nagging is one of the largest and most 
treacherous rocks that good ship matri- 
mony has to contend with. It is sort of an 
iceberg affair, with four fifths of the 
trouble underneath the water where you 
never suspect trouble. 

There are as many varieties of nagging 
as there are stars in heaven, and the wise 
woman will be ever on the watch. The 
worst of the naggers are the love naggers, 
who don’t even dream they are nagging a 
man! 

Don’t nag your husband about fixing 
the leaky faucet in the kitchen, or fasten- 
ing up the blinds! Tell him of course, but 
don’t sigh the next day, and say, “When 
are you going to get at the faucet?”” You 
will condition him, so that his subconscious 
mind will fight away from doing the job; 
an unconscious bit of stubbornness, and 
then your own temper will begin to prickle 
a bit and you'll get out of patience with 
him. That is the under-water danger! 


Just let the matter ride. If you have 
told him, that’s enough. He knows! After 
all, is a drippy faucet so important that 
you will sacrifice happiness because of it? 
Let the old faucet drip. When the water 
bill comes in, he will snap out of it and put 
in the new washer. 

If dripping faucets get on your nerves, 
or the lack of blinds is giving the sun a 
chance to fade your good carpet, just hand 
the janitor fifty cents to help you out. If 
you haven’t a janitor, ask at the corner 
grocery for a high schoo] boy who will do 
an odd job for an hour. It saves a lot ot 
trouble. When the man of the house sees 
the item on the budget at tallying up 
time, he will ask about it. 

There is your chance to get an inning 
without nagging. Simply say you thought 
he was too busy when it went for two or 
three days, and so you attended to it 
yourself. He'll think you are thoughtful 
and darned efficient, bu/, if he has to pay 
his part of the fifty cents or dollar, and 
money isn’t so darned plentiful, he’ll take 
care of the odd jobs next time, before you 
have a chance to call in an outsider! If 
he’s glad you did attend to it, then you 
won't need to bother him by asking next 
time; just go ahead and do your stuff and 
let him pay for it! When you ask him to 
do jobs like hanging a picture, always 
allow for a Saturday afternoon or some 
such free time before you take action. A 
lot of men are too tired or preoccupied 
during the work week to bother with such 
things. Give him a chance to get his 
breath and a few minutes time. Didn't 
you put things off until Saturday when 
you were working and living alone? I'll 
bet stockings and scanty washing waited! 
Just keep the other fellow’s side in mind 
after you are married to him. 

A lot of women are impatient when 
they want things done around the house, 
and they flare up if the husband doesn’t 
rush right away to do what they want. 

Perhaps it is Saturday afternoon and 
you have waited all week to get Aunt 
Sally’s picture hung—and your husband 
puts on his old clothes and goes out into 
the garden to plant tulip bulbs instead of 
hanging the picture! Be careful then—put 
the brakes on your temper. Perhaps he is 
thinking about you when he’s planting the 
bulbs, and how pleased you'll be when you 
have tulips in bloom ahead of the neigh- 
bors because he got the bulbs in at the 
proper time. If you jump him then, or 
get out of patience, you may spoil one of 
the most beautiful things in marriage 
that of doing something delightful and 
surprising for the other fellow! 

Men are sensitive, even the biggest and 
roughest of them, and a hurt like that 
takes a long time to heal. Perhaps he was 
figuring on doing the outside work while it 
was pleasant and sunny, and then tending 
to Aunt Sally’s picture after dark. Just 
wait and see what happens before you 
burn up some temper. A lot of ugliness 
can crop up over just such small things as 
this. 

Put yourself in his place. Suppose you 
were straining nerves and eyes to finish up 
an especially nice bathrobe or pyjamas for 
him—and he made a terrific fuss because 
supper was late! 

One splendid way to handle the odd- 
jobs problem without nagging is to have a 
handy pad in a place where you can both 
see it as a reminder. Write down the needed 
jobs. They have a way of staying there in 
black and white until they are taken care 
of. A habit of consulting the memorandum 
is soon formed, on Saturday or Sunday, 
and the slate cleaned up. You'll often find 
a note for you about sewing on the buttons 
he mentioned, or mending the pocket of his 
old sweater that he told you about weeks 
ago. 


SOME WOMEN love their man _ so 
intently that it becomes a nagging affair. 
Remember when he married you, your 
husband didn’t promise to give up his soul 
and individuality to you. He simply has to 
live a little of his life without being 
accountable to you. {Continued on page 56} 
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Always Ask Your 
family Doctor 


Before You Give Children 


Unknown Preparations 








You can always reach me 
when in doubt about your 
child’s medicine. 








/ pes 
I wouldn’t think of giving 
Junior anything until you 
approved it, Doctor. 


It’s a mistake to experiment 
on yourself. But it’s worse 
to “try out” an unknown 
medicine on children. 
Always consult your family 
doctor. 

There is no such thing as a 
‘*bargain’’ in unknown 
remedies—no matter how 
little you pay. 

That is true especially of 
**Milk of Magnesia’’—so 
often given to children. The 
brand known to doctors and 
| public alike for 50 years is 
| ‘PHILLIPS’ Milk of 
| Magnesia.” That is the 
brand to ask for at the 
store—PHILLIPS’—because 


it is safe for children. 


Children often like Phillips’ 


PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia 









in the newer form—the tiny, 
peppermint flavored tablets 
they chew like candy. Each 
one equals a teaspoonful of 
the liquid. A tin of 30 costs 
only 25¢. 

What to remember is this: 
Make sure to say PHILLIPS’ 
and get the original — at 
every drug store. 
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Live With a Man 


(o> LOVE tus town tF t 
COULD ONLY MAKE FRIENDS 
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HERES AN AD ABOUT A 
GIRL WHOS LEFT OUT OF 


t 


THINGS. HM, PERSPIRATION {8} | 


ODOUR IN UNDERTHINGS. [4 
THATS NOT MY TROUBLE 


-OR IS IT? | WONDER— 


oe 


HT 


UNDIES SEVERAL DAYS 
BETWEEN LUXINGS, | WONT 
TAKE CHANCES AGAIN. 
LUX TAKES AWAN EVERY 
TRACE OF ODOUR, KEEPS [i> —_= 
COLOURS LOVELY Wai. “SS. | 











P.S. Now Mrs. Hays has many friends in town — 


Perspiration odour from underthings is unfor- 
givable! Use Lux -— it removes perspiration 
odour — saves colours. It has no harmful al- 
kali. Anything safe in water is safe in Lux. 


for underthings . . . 
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| are as proud as women over their cooking, 
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h | have their wives good sports, so the other 


| the fat has charred. He will love you to 
'death for it, and forget how hot and 
' uncomfortable he is, because he is giving 


| HAVE BEEN WEARING \— So ect | | 





and Love It 


(Continued from page 18} 





that are prepared on the spot. If you want | 
to remain the apple of his eye, don’t forget | 
the coffeepot! 

Better still, let him show off how good | 
he is at camp cooking. Leave him to| 
| organize the lunch. If he is too busy to 
| buy the things he needs to produce thic | 
| feed that will knock you cold,offer to buy | 
them for him if he gives you a list; most | 
men, though, get a kick out of fussing 
around and picking out their own meat 
and trimmings. 

But, when you arrive at the spot where 
the feast is to be, don’t crab about the ants 
and wish you’d gone somewhere else that 
you know about. Remember this is his 
show. 

Give him the stage and keep your hands 
off the fire-making and cooking unless he asks | 
for help. I know of one couple who nearly 
reached the divorce courts because the | 
woman would run the camp, and then one | 
day when she was bossing the job, she 
inadvertently knocked over the coffeepot 
and put out the fire! 

There was no more coffee, and the | 
| steaks were  half-cooked—right when 
hubby had invited guests to show them 

how a real barbecue was achieved. Men | 








and it was a terrible sock in the jaw to 
have a near failure. They scrapped all the | 
way home, and she moved from his bed and | 
| board over to mother’s. They are back 

together but they never go on picnics 

together now. He shows off alone to his 

men friends! 

A little thing perhaps to you, but a 
splinter under the fingernail can cause 
plenty of trouble. 

If you detest out-of-door stuff, then | 
leave it. Let your husband go alone with 
| the boys—but don’t go along and be a 
complaining wet-blanket. Men like to 








| fellows will be jealous of them. That is a 
male form of egotism. If you can’t do him 

| proud, stick to your own environment, and 
don’t try to change him or keep him from 
his outings; you'll make the noose tighten, 
and he will be too conscious of being | 
married—which is the entering wedge for 
the divorce racketeers. 

| But if you do go with him, brag up the 
steaks when he is all hot and his eyes are 

|red from the smoke. Give him a break 
instead of poking fun, or crabbing because 





you a treat. 

Just remember the time you forgot to 
put baking powder in the cake, and he ate 
the soggy stuff with sauce on it, and 
smacked his lips. Didn’t you love him 
for it? 

Perhaps you will say, ‘But that is just 
acting—play acting!’’ Well, if you stop to 
analyze it, aren’t we all acting different 
parts every waking moment? We may not 
always do it consciously; but deep down 
underneath, we are trying to create this 
impression, or that one, in the minds of the 
people around us. We act one way to 
please our boss; do things we know he will 
approve of. We do something else that will 
make a woman friend admire or envy us, 
by creating in her mind what we want her | 
to think! Why not make an attempt to | 
please your hand-picked audience of one? 
Give him such happiness that you become 
the star performer in his life. 

Some of the best actresses in the world 
have never had their names in lights on 
theatres—but they have made a marvel- 
lous success of marriage and reaped greater 
rewards in real happiness than any star 
could ever hope to achieve. 

{Continued on next page} 
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@ Quickly and safely you can tint those streaks of 
gray to lustrous shades of blonde, brown or black. 
ROWNATONE and a small brush does it. Used and 
approved for over twenty-four years. Guaranteed 
harmless. Active coloring agent is purely vegetable. 
Cannot affect waving of hair. Economicai and lasting 
—will not wash out. Imparts rich, beautiful color 
with amazing speed. Easy to prove by applying a lit- 
tle of this famous tint to a lock of your own hair. 
BROWNATONE is only 50c—at all drug and toilet 
counters—always on a money-back guarantee, 


A word to 


wives 
is 
sufficient 


For nearly fifty years women have found 
this convenient, practical prescription a 
most safe and satisfactory form of feminine 
hygiene. 


Scientifically prepared under ideal condi- 
tions in up-to-date laboratories, ‘‘Rendells’’ 
are simple, ready to use, and effectual. 


They bring new comfort, and new freedom 
to women. They are thoroughly antiseptic, 
yet harmless to delicate tissues. 


At body heat they quickly melt to soothe with 
a protective film. If kept cool and dry, they 
retain their efficacy for any length of time, 
and in any climate. Individually foil-wrapped. 


LYMAN AGENCIES LTD., Dept. D-14 
286 St. Paul Street West, Montreal, P.Q. 
(CD Please send me copy of the Free Booklet 
“Personal Hygiene”. 
(I enclose $1.00 for full size carton of 
Rendells and Free Booklet, to be mailed, 
prepaid, in plain wrapper. 
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How to Cet 





IF YOU sing, play a musical, instrument 
or have dramatic talent, you are likely 
thinking about work on the air. Before 
applying for an audition you would be 
wise to sit down and figure out what your 
qualifications are. 

If you are in your teens or early twenties 
you have one great asset—youth. At any 
age you must possess determination to 
succeed, ability to smile at disappoint- 
ments, and also the courage which, after 
one failure, will send you back to the 
broadcasting studios to try again. 

If you are sure you won't give up be- 
cause you didn’t make good at your first 
attempt, the next step is to turn the 
spotlight on what you have already done 
on the stage or concert platform. Try to 
analyze the reasons for your success when 
you sang at a concert or took part in a 
dramatic sketch. 

Was the applause you received solely 
on account of your singing, or was it caused 
to some extent by the sight of a pretty girl 
in a becoming evening dress, with an 
attractive smile which asked the audience 
please to like her? Don’t forget that the 
people who hear you over the radio won’t 
see either the smile or the dress. 

Canadian radio is very short of come- 
dians. If you have a talent for putting 
across a brand of humor which goes well 
on the air, you will be warmly welcomed at 
any broadcasting studio you choose to go 
to from Halifax to Vancouver. 

The ability to ‘‘get over’’ to the invisible 
audience is the most important attribute 
of the radio artist. It may seem to you and 
your friends that you have this intangible 
something—personality, appeal, call it 
what you will—but until you have 
appeared in front of a microphone this 
point cannot be decided. The mike takes a 
perverse delight in altering the personality 
of the person who sings or talks into it, 
and nobody can tell beforehand what it 
will do to you. 

When you go for an audition, remember 
that the official who listens to your per- 
formance will not have the same viewpoint 
that you have. If you play a Chopin 
polonaise or sing a popular song he will no 
doubt be pleased if you do it well, but he 
won’t be particularly impressed. Any 
number of people can do it and most of 
them, sooner or later, come for auditions. 
When he listens to you, he is hoping to find 
somebody who is different, who has a 
touch of originality, a quirk all her own. 
As you are a Canadian it would be an 
excellent idea to look for a piece of music, a 
song or a script distinctively Canadian. 
If you cannot discover suitable material 
of this kind, take a couple of your favorite 
songs, musical numbers or the little 
comedy skit you like best and go to the 
studio filled with the determination to 
put it over. 

If you are sufficiently versatile to be 
able to do several things—for instance, if 


“on the Air” 


Perhaps you're a young Can- 
adian with a talent for sing- 
ing, playing, acting. How 
will you get an audition? 
Have you the right kind of 
talent for the microphone? 


Can you earn a _ living 
broadcasting? 


ky 
CLARISSA DUFF 


(with acknowledgments to 
Mr. Stanley Maxted] 


you sing, play an accordion and are a tap 
dancer—you will be asked to do them all. 
The only way a broadcasting official can 
find out if you have what he wants (or, to 
be accurate, what he hopes the public 
wants) is to listen to you. He can generally 
tell after the first minute or two what you 
are capable of, though there are exceptions 
to this rule both ways. People who are 
over-confident at the start sometimes go to 
pieces when they are actually on the air, 
while others who have been too nervous at 
first to do themselves justice, often turn 
later into efficient and dependable artists. 


AFTER THE audition is over you will 
probably feel that you are not much 
farther ahead as far as getting on the air is 
concerned. Your name, address, telephone 
number and a few items of information 
about you will have been typed on a card 
and put in a filing cabinet at the broad- 
casting studios. But unless you make some 
enquiries, the chances are that the card 
will stay in its drawer undisturbed while 
you wait for the call that never comes. 

The sensible course is to go to wherever 
you had the audition and try to get a 
report on your work. This will take both 
courage and persistence. You may be told 
that Mr. X will be glad to hear you again; 
but you will find it very difficult to see him 
or to get information from anyone about 
your performance. This does not mean 
that broadcasting officials are too hard- 
boiled and self-centred to take any interest 
in you, but merely that they are busy with 
other duties and have little time to spare 
for the giving of constructive criticism and 
helpful advice to would-be radio artists. 

Do not forget that you must enter into 
the spirit of what you are doing. ‘‘Moon- 
light Sonata’”’ or torch song—it doesn’t 
matter which—your interpretation must 
go out into the ether waves as a tribute 
from you to the invisible audience. 

The largest percentage of people who 
come for auditions are singers. If there is 
no place for you at present as a soloist, 
perhaps you can be used as one of a choral 
group. In this way you will gain valuable 
experience and pick up many useful hints, 


THE MICROPHONE is temperamental 
where voices are concerned. It likes one 
and dislikes the next. It is positively cruel 
to the big, vibrant voice of large range and 
dramatic quality, and is often kindness 
itself to what used to be called the “‘draw- 
ing-room’”’ voice. You can’t tell how it will 
treat you until you sing to it. 

Before you go for an audition you should 
decide which of two paths you intend to 
follow. Are you going to be a singer of 
arias and art songs. or do you intend to 
be a personality singer? No matter 
whether you have had vocal training or 
not, you have probably made some 
attempts to sing in the popular manner. If 

{Continued on page 81} 








LMOST as 


exciting as the ring itself — 





the sheer softness and charm 
of Harvey Woods under- 
things! No seams to break 
the smoothest dress-line. 
No extra material to fold or 
intrude. Perfectly tailored 
to give you ease. Cut from 
fine rayon of soft, flattering 
shades. And distinguished 
by the daintiness that only 
the Harvey Woods label 


guarantees. 
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A SMOOTH MELLOW SMOKE 


: | 





When he is in another room for a while 
and you’re not there to watch him, and 
you wonder what he is doing, control your 
curiosity. Don’t call out, ‘“‘What are you 
doing, John?” Remember he is with 
people most of his waking hours, and he 
may want to be entirely alone with his 
thoughts for a bit, and not have to talk or 
be conscious of another person near. 
Maybe he’s even looking over his old 
school annual and wondering what the 
other girls and fellows are doing now—and 
feeling a, little sentimental. No man will 
admit there is sentiment in his life, but 
they allhaveitinsomeform. Perhaps he’s 
ashamed of it and doesn’t want you to 
know he is looking at the old annual. 

You are alone some part of the day, and 
can indulge in such things without his 
knowing about it. Let him have some time 
to himself, too. A man will appreciate this 
bit of freedom more than you'll ever know, 
| and he’ll come back to you happier and 
| more loving than ever, because you 


haven’t tightened the matrimonial noose 

by nagging all the time, to know what he’s 

been up to. 

Then there are the days when he gets 
| suddenly energetic and preoccupied, and 
| dashes down cellar and in and out without 
| being conscious you exist! Or he has 
heavy business and papers all over the 
living room. Don’t get jealous and start 
investigating and demanding attention. 
He'll only resist you and his hackles will 
come up. 

Perhaps he’s thought out a perfectly 
grand way to do something, or he’s 
putting up new shelves so he can chuck 
things out of the way. He is not in the 
mood now for you to ask him how much he 
loves you; and you have a swell chance of 
being snubbed if you let your jealousy 
| force you into getting attention. 

When he’s ready, the whole thing will 
come out, and he will never dream that 
you noticed he was any different frome 
what he always is. Maybe the papers were 

| filled with figures he was juggling to fin- 
| ance an annuity for your future. Do you 


see how love works in different ways? You 
nip it just before the glorious bud opens if 
you get jealous or impatient. 

Don’t keep love-nagging, ‘Do you really 
love me, John?”’ stuff, and ‘‘How much do 
you love me?” when he comes home tired 
or is worried over business affairs. Then if 
he doesn’t wax enthusiastic, the pout, and, 
“I don’t believe you do love me!” That’s 
the quickest way to make him wish he 
hadn’t married you. 

Instead, give him a smile and a kiss, and 
tell him you’re glad he’s home, and then 
beat it, and put the dinner on the table— 
with perhaps some extra coffee to warm 
and cheer him. Watch him take the whole 
job off your hands. He'll purr and tell you 
all about how much he loves you, and how 
glad he is that he married you. 

He’ll admire your ankles, and think you 
look attractive tonight. Isn’t that a better 
method of getting what you want—the 
assurance that he does love you? It comes 
from his heart when he’s comfortable. 

The old timers weren’t so far off when 
they said that the way to a man’s heart is 
through his stomach! 


The Bawl-Out Type of Nagger 


DON’T BAWL each other out while you 
are annoyed. Wait a day and talk it over 
quietly. A man will see reason, and you'll 


| 
j 
| 
| 


Some practical suggestions for amateur players who intend entering the | 
| 


perhaps see more of his side of the argu- 
ment when you’ve had time to cool down a 
little. 

Men often take this form of nagging 
their wives in public, and it is a habit that 
should be broken quickly if you are to live 
happily together. Bring it up constantly 
at the check-up time, when the heat has 
died down. 

Both men and women hate more than 
anything else to be subjected to a public 
scene. But you don’t need to let it affect 
you if you have just a trace of common 
sense, 

Settle your own difficulties, but don’t go 
it to the bitter end before outsiders! They 
are bound to take sides whether they want 
to or not; besides, you’ve let them into 
your own private family affairs. After 
things are patched up, there is still the 
knowledge that they know how you fight. 
Sometimes just this fact keeps the fight 
high. 

If your husband makes you furious by 
telling the assembled company how you 
burned his best trousers when you pressed 
them, just grit your teeth and laugh it off 
no matter how it hurts. Don’t make a 
nasty remark about the fact that you were 
doing it because he was too mean to pay a 
tailor! That brings up a lot more fuel for 
argument. He could say you were extrava- 
gant and he couldn’t afford a tailor, and 
you get into deep water and hit an iceberg 
before you know it. Much better to laugh 
it off, and then when you have cooled 
down, and he’s in a better mood, be frank 
and tell him how it hurt you. Perhaps a 
few well-shed tears here will work miracles. 
But don’t turn on the water-works too 
often, or the effect is lost. 

No happiness in a twosome can possibly 
last if either one of the partners causes 
laughs in public at the other’s expense. 

Of course there are times when things 
have happened and you've both laughed. 
Then tell it as a good-natured joke on the 
other fellow. Like the time John was 
absent-minded and put the butter in the 
oven instead of the icebox, and then you 
went after the grocer for not sending the 
butter. Or the time when you carefully 
ripped the worn cuffs off John’s shirt to 
turn them to the good side, but instead, 
you just sewed them back on the same 
way! 

But be sure when you tell these things 
that you keep the whole affair good- 
natured and that the person concerned 
isn’t sensitive about it. 

Another irritating focal point is the 
showing of old photographs to guests. 
Maybe you have one of John when he 
looks scrawny, and decidedly funny in an 
old-fashioned bathing suit. Don’t show it 
and put him at a disadvantage. 

You don’t want him to let folks see the 
one of you looking like a Fiji Islander, 
with your hair blowing in every direction! 

Better control your sense of humor if it 
is likely to cause a rift after the guests 
have gone home. 

Perhaps you can’t hold your tongue and 
temper before a crowd, and you don’t see 
why you should. Just remember that you 
managed to swallow a lot from your boss 
when you were working. Now you have a 
steady and far more important job, and it 
will pay you better to hold your tongue 
than it did when you were only working 
for a Saturday night pay cheque. 

(To be continued) 





SO YOU’RE PUTTING ON A PLAY! 


Canadian Drama Festival — or staging a play for their own interest. By 


Yvonne Firkins, noted director of the 
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Vancouver Little Theatre Association. 
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JOHN SAYS HER HANDS 
ARE SMOOTH BUT 








Don’t spoil your daintiness with 
a smelly hand lotion! Some lotions 
smell medicinal or like kitchen 
soap ... Use Frostilla and in- 
crease your daintiness and allure 
instead of destroying it. Frostilla 
is the only well-known lotion that 
gives you smoothness and beauty 
PLUS a fascinating fragrance that 
harmonizes with your perfume. It 


is non-sticky and ECONOMICAL. 
35e, 50c, $1.00 sizes 


FROSTILLA 


Makes your skin SMOOTH, 
BEAUTIFUL and FRAGRANT 
* 

Made in Canada by Canadians, for Canadians 
THE FROSTILLA COMPANY 
Montreal, Que. 








Don’t gamble with 
your dog’s life. Use 
these safe, tested 
treatments; 

Sergeant’s Sure Shot Capsules for Round- 
worms and Hookworms in grown dogs and 
large puppies. For most puppies and toy breeds 
use Sergeant’s Puppy Capsules. For Tape- 
worms, use Sergeant’s Tapeworm Medicine. 

Sold by Drug and Pet Stores. Ask them for a 
FREE copy of Sergeant’s Dog Book, or write: 


SERGEANT’S DOG MEDICINES, Led. 
169 Dufferin St. « Toronto, Ontario 


Reddened, irritated 


tired eyes deserve 

attention and should not be 
neglected. Murine will cool, 
Prelate ae Ze 
PA Lat ois eS ob 7 
removing the invisible dirt and 
TSM Mies SR ul ail) 
ttt UT ee) 
Murine night and morning. 
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Little Boy Lost 


(Continued from page 23) 





She said that even wanting to go into that 
room was morbid. She said there was no 
sense in it. She said it wasn’t healthy. 
After his initial pronouncement, Roger was 
silent but Johnny was not. He was rude. 
He was so rude that Roger made him 
apologize. To Mrs. Muller. 

Johnny said, “It’s not morbid! It was 
her room—I suppose you think he’s for- 
gotten that. You’re the one who’s morbid 
and unhealthy. You shut it up tight, 
didn’t you? You pulled the shades down so 
it would be dark and gloomy. You made 
a mystery of it. You’re a fool! You try to 
make it like Bluebeard’s chamber and now 
if it’s backfired on you it’s your own damn 
fault—” 

Dickie, clinging tightly to the solidness 
of Roger, had made little of Roger’s 
instant white hot anger and Johnny’s 
subsequent apology. He was vaguely sorry 
for Johnny without knowing why, but the 
thing that mattered most to him was the 
fact, indisputable, that Roger wasn’t going 
to let him go back into the Room any 
more. The last bit of comfort he had was 
being taken from him. 

If he’d even been allowed to keep the 
glove—but he hadn’t. Once the glove had 
been white and Mother had worn it, but 
Dickie’s hot little fingers in the course of 
much loving handling had reduced it to a 
grimy grey. For a long time no one had 
known he had it. He had found it the day 
after the men took Mother away and he had 
kept it jealously after that, hiding it, tak- 
ing it out only when he was certain he was 
alone and no one could see him. It had 
gone to bed with him, lain warmly below 
his cheek to bring him sweet dreams 
throughout the night. 

And then Mrs. Muller had seen him 
playing with it and, paying no attention 
to his frantic screams, had thrown it into 
the furnace. Dickie had shrieked wildly 
and pounded her with his hard little fists 
and kicked her on the shins and Mrs. 
Muller had been very angry. But, because 
Roger was emphatic that she must never 
punish Dickie, she only sat him down hard 
on a straight chair in the living room and 
told him he was to stay there until Roger 
came home. 

Roger was late that night. Dickie had 
grown very tired of the uncomfortable 
chair and his face felt hot and sticky where 
his tears had streaked. He scowled fiercely 
when he heard Mrs. Muller telling Roger 
all about it in the hall. When Roger came, 
he looked very grave but he didn’t say 
anything at all. Dickie had put up his 
arms and Roger had hugged him and 
carried him upstairs and washed his face 
and hands. The next night when he came 
home from the office he brought Dickie a 
pink plush kitten. Dickie accepted it and 
thereafter, dutifully, he took it to bed with 
him, but it never slept, as Roger had 
hoped, warmly, soft nose against the hol- 
low of Dickie’s throat. Dickie always left 
it on the outside of the covers. Never, 
never, never, in all the world, would he let 
it take the place Mother's glove had held 
in his affections. 


HIS DAYS had the dreariness of routine. 
He got up in the morning when Roger did 
and he ran in under the shower with 
Roger and Roger helped him dress. Then 
they had breakfast in the big sunny dining 
room with Stanley and Johnny while Mrs. 
Muller made toast and poured the coffee. 
Before Mother had gone away, Dickie had 
been permitted to help with the toast. 
Remembering he thrust his lower lip far 
forward. Mrs. Muller never would let 
him. She was afraid he'd burn his fingers. 

After breakfast, after the others had 
gone, Mrs. Muller would tell him to run 


along and play. If it were a nice day, he 
could play out-of-doors. If it weren’t— 
and it mostly wasn’t—he must stay inside. 
Auntie Muller was going to be busy, she 
would tell Dickie when he made an 
abortive effort to trail after her in her trips 
about the house. That meant that she 
mustn’t be bothered, so Dickie would go 
quietly into the library and open the big 
cupboard where his toys were kept. But 
he couldn’t play. Nothing was right. If 
he built blocks, he never made anything 
worth while. The tall towers that Mother 
had helped him erect were things of the 
past. Now, even when he was able to 
recapture some of the lost rapture of that 
past creation and did achieve a fair edifice, 
he was certain to knock it down, without 
meaning to, as tongue-tip just showing 
between his teeth, he stood on tiptoe to 
place the last, the culminating block. 

The electric train was no good, either; 
it snarled itself somehow into a mess of 
piled-up cars. Books were better, but 
although he pored earnestly over the bright 
pictures, they held little of the magic that 
had been theirs when Mother’s cheek was 
close against his own. Even although 
Roger, who read to him conscientiously, 
turned the pages and spoke the words, he 
didn’t do it satisfactorily. It was just that 
he didn’t know how. Mother had known 
how. Roger didn’t. 

So, most of the time, there was nothing 
worth doing and he hung about aimlessly 
in doorways, looking always to some other 
room for the intangible something which 
the present room denied him. He began to 
retreat more and more into himself, to sit 
in corners and play queer little games with 
bits of sticks and pebbles and stray pieces 
of string. He grew thin and Roger worried 
audibly and Mrs. Muller said that she 
couldn’t understand it, that it was cer- 
tainly true that he got enough to eat and 
the best of care. 

Then one night, after dinner was over 
and they all had gone to sit in the library, 
Roger put down his paper and cleared his 
throat with so important a sound that even 
Dickie who had been turning the pages of 
“Bobby and the Bunnies” looked up at him 
with expectation. 

“Listen, you fellows,” Roger said. “I’ve 
done it. Kathy’s promised to marry me.” 

It didn’t sound interesting to Dickie. He 
watched incuriously while Stanley and 
Johnny pumped Roger’s hand up and down 
and slapped him on the back. Then he 
went back to his book. The words of the 
others formed a meaningless background 
to the familiar pictures. 

Stan said, ‘“‘When?” and Roger said, 
“Oh, right away. There’s no point in our 
waiting. She understands the situation 
here. I’ve got two weeks leave from the 
office beginning Saturday.” 

And Johnny said, ‘Wait until Muller 
hears this. Her eyes will pop right out of 
her head!” and Roger said angrily, ‘‘How 
many times must I tell you to say Mrs. 
Muller when the kid’s around?” 

However, that was the only interesting 
thing they'd said so far. Dickie abandoned 
“Bobby and the Bunnies” and came to 
lean against Roger’s knee. 

“‘Why’ll Missus Muller’s eyes pop out?” 
he asked wonderingly. 

“You'll see,”” Johnny told him. “Dickie, 
how do you suppose you’re going to like 
having a new—” 

Dickie never heard what it was new that 
he was going to have. Johnny never fin- 
ished. He couldn’t. Roger stopped him. 

“Shut it!’ he said and Johnny “shut 
it” obediently, and when Dickie tugged at 
Johnny’s sleeve for more information, 
Johnny grabbed him and rolled him on the 
floor and tickled him and stood him on his 
head in a general rough house such as they 
hadn’t had for a long time and Dickie, 
giggling helplessly, forgot all about the 
new something that was to make Mrs. 
Muller’s eyes pop out. 

It wasn’t until Dickie went back to his 
picture book that Roger reverted to the 
original subject. 

“Sorry I had to stop you, Johnny,” he 
said, “‘but I think it’s just as well if he 
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Her first thought is for her hus- 
band’s safety—but if the accident 
proves fatal 






| how will she meet the sudden 
expenses? 


| 
| | | what will become of the children? 


where can she look for income? a : 


LIFE INSURANCE answers such questions 
in advance. It can be to you and your 
family a true and dependable friend. 





oD rudential 


INSURANCE COMPANY OF AMERICA 


EDWARD D. DUFFIELD, President © Home Office, NEWARK, N. J. 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 
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are Children 


If children are to enjoy happy, joyous 
health, little systems must be kept 
regular. Steedman’s Powders, the safe 
and gentle laxative for children from 
teething time to early teens, cleanses 
the system of impurities which cause 
so many infant and childhood com- 
plaints. Steedman’s have been the 
standby of mothers the world over for 
morethan 100 years. Atyour druggist’s. 
FREE booklet, “Hints to Mothers”, and 


le on west. Write John Steedman & 
Co. Dept. ac 442 St. Ga ciel St., Montreal. 
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» Pleasant relief it 
, or other common ailments. 


glass of water makes a pleasant tasting 


which relieves pain and h 


elps correct the 
common ailments. 


Yes, Alka-Seltzer is making 
by helping ali members of the 


because of the quick 


Upset Stomach 
AT ALL DRUG STORES — 35 and 75¢ PACKAGES 
Also served by the glass at Drug Store fountains 


excess acid condition so often associated with 
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millions of homes happier 


keep feeling at their best 
gives from Headaches, 


An Alka-Seltzer tablet ino 


effervescent solution 


SOLD WITH A % 
MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE 
OF SATISFACTION 








How I Lost 
Thirty Pounds 


(Continued from page 52} 


ence from rich food. I went home and 
wrote out a list of behavior as follows: 
First two weeks—regular meals but no 
cakes, candy, pastries and only one cup 
of tea or coffee at a meal. A mile walk per 
It wasn’t until after 


out having to stop many times from lack 
of breath. At the end of that time I found 
I hadn’t had a single bilious attack, and I 
had lost five pounds. 


Then I had to go south with my sisters 
who was ill, and on the boat trip I regained 
the five pounds. In the southern resort the 
heat was terrific and walking seemed out 
of the question. So I went to a physical 
culture teacher and put myself in her 
hands for the next eight months. On her 
exercises and diet I lost the 30 pounds in 
eight months—and here was my routine: 

Liquid diet (to rid the system of poisons) 
for two weeks. The following exercises to 
be done ten times each, night and morning. 
Stand and bend until palms are flat on the 
floor, without bending knees. (Fingertips 
are not enough.) 2. From [position, lying 
flat on back with hands at sides, slowly 
raise and lower one leg and then the other, 
then raise both legs together. That has 
been, and still is, the most difficult of all 
the exercises, because it pulls the stomach 
muscles so hard that at first the stomach 
may be sore. That week I lost the five 
pounds I had gained on the ship. 


The third and fourth week, I started 
eating solid food again. Breakfast—fruit, 
egg, brown-bread toast and coffee. Lunch 
at one—salad, fruit and milk. Tea at four 
—with a plain biscuit. Dinner at seven- 
thirty—lean meat or fowl, vegetables, 
lettuce or tomato, and for dessert stewed 
or preserved fruit. No sweets. That week 
I lost eight pounds. I had started tap- 
dancing, apart from the exercises, and 
before my hour was over I was very tired 
but I got used to it. At home I did my 
exercises for fifteen minutes a day. Three 
more exercises had been added. The waist 
roll, holding hands clasped high up over the 
head and rolling the body around from the 
waist, first to one side, then the other. I 
did this exercise ten times one side and 
ten times the other. 


The second exercise was a hip exercise. 
I lay on the floor and with my hands flat 
beside me, lifted one leg and slowly 


revolved it in a wide circle, then the other 
leg, sixteen times each. The third exercise 
was lying flat on the floor, hands over the 
head and at first holding the rung of a 
chair with my toes, I raised myself to a 
sitting position and touched my fingertips 
to my toes, without bending my knees. 


This is a difficult exercise, and useless 


unless you can do it eventually without 
holding with your toes. But it takes time, 
so be patient. It is the best possible exer- 
cise for stomach muscles. That week I lost 
three more pounds and was beginning to 
feel lighter on my feet. 


THE NEXT four weeks ’I added more 
exercises. Lying flat on the floor with 
arms over the head, sitting up suddenly 
and throwing my feet back over my head 
until, at the end of the second month, I 
could put my toes on the floor behind my 
head. When you start this be careful to 
have something soft to lie on, because it 
hurts to come back suddenly on the end 
of the spine. The other exercise was for 
the arms, which were very heavy. Stand 
straight in front of the wall, hold arms 
up over the head as far as you can and 
stretch up, up, up, without taking your 
heels off the floor. One more exercise is 
the neck exercise. Let your head fall 
loosely forward, then slowly revolve it 
until it makes a complete circle. Do this 
on one side, then the other, ten times each. 
Be sure to let your head fall back as far 
as possible, opening the mouth as you do 
so. When your head falls forward, close 
your mouth. This exercise is good for a 
crepy neck and takes away the lump of fat 
on the bone behind the neck. 

With these exercises, which take fifteen 
minutes, and fifteen minutes of tap- 
dancing exercises, I lost another ten 
pounds. Now I had lost eighteen pounds I 
felt so much better, and could go to dances 
again and dance all evening without get- 
ting tired. I could walk, even in intense 
heat three miles a day, swim twice a day, 
and altogether I was a new person. By 
this time I had to buy a complete new 
outfit, and I looked like a young girl, not 
an elephant. 

The last six months I spent getting 
hardened. There was no let-up in diet, 
exercises or tap-dancing, and by the time I 
left, I had lost another twelve pounds and 
was as hard as nails all over, not a soft 
fatty spot on me, and I looked twenty 
years younger and felt twelve. 

Ever since my reducing course, I have 
done exercises and kept rigidly to the diet. 
At times when I am tired it takes will 
power to do the exercises but after five 
minutes of them I feel so much improved 
that I go through them all. I never miss 
my two- or three-mile walk a day. I put 
on the radio and dance around the room 
for ten minutes, just to limber up. 
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ELEANOR ARNETT NASH 
is a brilliant newcomer to Chate- 
laine. She has all the facility in 
putting over a good story that has 
made her brother, Ogden Nash, 
famous as a wit and raconteur. 


» 
Read her 


“BIG LITTLE GUY” 


in November Chatelaine. One of 


a striking group of first fall fiction. 
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Edith Howie, whose "Little Lost Boy” is a 
rare glimpse into the heart of a child. 
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@ Dry scalp is common 
in Canada, Drying wate and brilliant 
sun quickly evaporate the natural oils. 
Your hair heccthas harsh and brittle, 
begins to fall out. 

Here’s the remedy. Apply “Vaseline” 
Hair Tonic right onto the scalp and 
massage briskly with the finger tips 
till the scalp is thoroughly softened. 
Then shampoo. 

Results areamazing. The hair emerges 
healthy and lovely. It becomes lively 
and youthful again. 









A Two sizes, 45c and 75c. Three 
times the quantity in the larger 
bortle. Write for FREE SAMPLE 
bottle to Chesebrough Mfg. Co., 
5520 Chabot Avenue, Montreal, 
Que., Dept. C-10. 


Vaseline 


TRADE MARK 


HAIR TONIC 


LADIES= What 
Does Your Mirror 
bo Show ? 
Good health is 


your best cos- 
metic and a pure 
blood stream is 
the nearest ap- 
roach to the 
ountain of 
youth 


ieee Is Your Skin 
Sallow; Pimply, Blotched 


You can’t cover it up—you must 
remove the underlying cause—body 
poisons not completely eliminated— 
sluggish liver and impoverished blood. 
You need Beecham’s Pills. 


Good Health Can Be Yours 
by the help of Beecham’s Pills. This 
purely vegetable remedy ensures that 
internal cleanliness and harmony which 
is the true secret of youthfulness and 
vitality, sound digestion, steady nerves. 


BEECHAM'S 
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Wide open as it always had been long ago 
and from it sunlight streamed to make a 
path of brightness across the hall. 

Dickie came out from behind the cur- 
tains. Slowly, unbelievingly, he walked 
toward that brightness and there was no 
one to tell him that he must not go. The 
wonder of it brought him straight to the 
open door where he paused uncertainly. 

There in the centre of the Room—a 
bright and cheerful room now where a fire 
blazed and open blinds welcomed the sun- 
light—stood a lady. She was standing very 
still and it was plain that she didn’t see 
him at all. Dickie watched her curiously. 
And then, while he still hesitated, she 
moved and he caught a whiff of a dear 
familiar odor. His little nose wiggled. He 
sniffed rapturously. 

Perhaps she heard the sniff. At any 
rate, the lady turned about and for a long 
moment they looked at each other. She 
remained standing quite still but there 
was an invitation in her eyes. Something in 
Dickie’s lonely little soul responded to 
that invitation. Before the pull of-it, all 





The mat in the photograph is made from 
4 balls of Blue Label Coats’ Mercer-Crochet 
No. 20 (Ecru) and a half yard of natural 
linen, using Milward’s steel crochet hook 
No. 34%, English, or No.7, American. 


Here’s a beautiful medallion pattern 
tray mat that you can make in a few 
evenings. Crochet the medallions in this 
Irish lace effect, and place them around 
the mat. Isn’t it crisp and fresh looking 
for summer teas or cold drinks? 
Measurements: Ist Medallion 214 inches 

in diameter. 
2nd Medallion 134 inches in diameter. 
3rd Medallion 13 inches in diameter. 
Tension: 5 rows equal 1 inch. (The cor- 
ect size will only be obtained by exactly 
following this instruction.) 

Ist Medallion: Commence with 8ch, 
join with a ss. 

Ist row: 3ch, into centre work 17tr, join 
with a ss into 3rd ch. 

2nd row: 3ch, ltr into first tr, * 2ch, 1tr 
into each of next 2tr, repeat from * 
7 times more, 2ch, join with a ss into 
3rd ch. 
3rd row: Iss into first tr, 1ss into sp of 
2ch, 3ch 2tr into same sp, * 3ch 3tr into 
next sp of 2ch, repeat from * 7 times 
more, 3ch, join with a ss into 3rd ch. 

4th row: 7ch, 4tr into sp of 3ch, * 4ch 4tr 
into next sp, repeat from * 6 times more, 
4ch 3tr into next sp, 1ss into 3rd of 7ch. 

5th row: 3ch 4tr into sp, * Sch Str into 
next sp, repeat from * 7 times more. 5ch, 
1ss into 3rd ch. 

6th row: 9ch 6tr into sp, * 6ch 6tr into 


unfamiliarity vanished. He forgot that he 
didn’t know the lady, that he never had 
seen her before. He began to run and his 
stumbling little feet carried him straight 
to her. He put out his arms and with all 
his strength he hugged at her knees and she 
did not repulse him. Instead, with a little 
pitying sound, she bent down to him and 
at once, all about him, was the lovely scent 
of roses and crushed against his cheek were 
soft fur and wet sweet violets and in his 
hungry ears was a voice that was beauti- 
fully soft, beautifully low, beautifully 
loving. 

“Why, my darling!” it said. 

He gave a tired little sigh and shut his 
eyes. He didn’t know what it meant nor 
how it had happened: he only knew that 
he was no longer lost, that his world was 
right again. It always would be now but he 
didn’t know that. Or need to. It was 
enough for his baby mind to comprehend 
that in some wondrous way his mother had 
come back to him, if not in the actuality of 
the flesh, at least in the blessedness of the 
spirit. 


next sp, repeat from * 6 times more, 6ch 
5tr into next sp, 1ss into 3rd of 9ch. 

7th row: 2ch, * 8dc into sp, ldc into each 
tr, repeat from * to end of row, Iss into 
2nd ch. 

Break off thread. Repeat 1st Medallion 
3 times more. 

2nd Medallion: Work same as 1st Medal- 
lion until the end of the 4th row. 

5th row: 2ch, * 6dc into sp, ldc into each 
tr, repeat from * to end of row, 1 ss into 
2nd ch. 

Break off thread. Repeat 2nd Medallion 
19 times more. 

3rd Medallion: Work same as lst Medal- 
lion until the end of 3rd row. 

4th row: 2ch, ldc into each of first 2tr, 
* 5dce into sp, l1dc into each 
of next 3tr, repeat from * to 
end of row, ending with 5dc into sp, 
lss into 2nd ch. 

Break off thread. Repeat 3rd Medallion 
11 times more. 

Placing of Medallions: Place medallions 
round mat, having 1 large medallion in 
each corner with a medium-size medal- 
lion on each side of corner medallion. 
Place 1 small-size medallion at side of 
medium medallion and 1 medium size at 
side of small ones. Then place 1 small 
size, 2 medium size and 1 small size at 
centre of sides, thus having 2 medium- 
size medallions at centre of both sides 
and each end of mat. Join medallions to 
linen. 

Abbreviations: Ch—chain, tr—treble, 
dc—double crochet, sp—space, ss 
slip stitch. 
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Fon Metten Light... Getten Sight ... Ure 


EDISON MAZDA 


Don’t handicap your children 
with dim light . . . it may cause 
eyestrain, headaches, even fail- 
ure at school. Normal vision re- 
quires adequate light wherever 
children read, study or play. Get 
the lamps that stay brighter 
longer — Edison Mazda Lamps 
with the G-E mark of quality. 


MADE IN CANADA 









| 
| 
' 
f 





em 


‘PREPARING TO WELCOME MONDAY 
CLUB, WHEN CAT, CALLING ON 
CANARY, UPSETS SMOKING STAND. 


THANKFUL THAT HI-LO BRUSH CONTROL 
ADJUSTS ITSELF TO ANY RUG NAP— 
GETS EVERY SPECK OF DIRT. 


| 
L 
ES 
CONCLUDES EVERY WOMAN SHOULD 
HAVE BISSELL FOR QUICK CLEAN-UPS 
EVEN THOUGH SHE HAS VACUUM 
FOR HEAVY-DUTY CLEANING. AND— 


BISSELL 


The really better sweeper 
Niagara Falls, Ont. 


Whether it’s a bruise, a sprain, a 
stiff neck, an attack of lumbago or 
sciatica that is hurting you, there 
is quick relief for you in a bottle 
of Sloan’s Liniment. 


This Liniment is a fast worker. No 
rubbing! Just pat it on. That’s 
all. Sloan’s immediately helps to 
bring a fresh supply of purifying, 
healing blood to the congested, 
painful parts. The pain eases — 
and you soon feel better. 1K 


MONDAY CLUB DUE ANY MINUTE. 
SEIZES HER NEW PANDY BISSELL. 


REACHES AND CLEANS UNDER LOW 
FURNITURE. NOTES THAT STAY- ON 
BUMPERS PREVENT SCRATCHING, 


AIRS VIEWS: 
“T use my light, 
handy Bissell for 
quick clean-ups— 
and save my vacu- 
um for periodic cleaning. Only Bissell 
has the Hi-Lo brush control, adjusting 
automatically and fully to high or low 
rug naps.” See the colorful new models 
at your dealer's today. 
Models from $4.75 to $7.45 
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doesn’t know. You see, Kathy and I’ve 
figured it out like this: He’s pretty young 
and nobody’s memory lasts forever. It 
stands to reason that a baby wouldn’t 
remember as long as a grown person. I dare 
say, if you could look into his funny little 
brain right now, you’d find that any 
memory he has left has pretty well re- 
solved itself into things: all the beautiful 
things in the world like warmth and bodily 
comfort and loving arms and fresh flowers 
in the rooms and sweet smells and the 
knowledge that there was one person who 
always wanted him, whowwas never too tired 
to listen to him, to play with him, who 
thought he was the most important person 
in the world. We decided it would be best 
not to tell him until she came here to stay. 
Perhaps, if Kathy tries tobe all those things 
to him, he’ll be able to forget that there’s 
ever been—anyone else. It’ll be like taking 
a composite photograph, do you see? You 
superimpose one image upon the other 
without destroying either one. One bor- 
rows from the other, that’s all, and what 
remains blends until there are no sharp 
edges and you can’t tell exactly where one 
leaves off and the other begins—” 

Stanley got up at that and crossed the 
room to lay his hand upon Roger’s shoul- 
der. 

“We understand,” he said gruffly. “I 
hope terribly you get away with it.” 

Dickie, watching without interest, 
yawned suddenly. It was just a lot of talk, 
grown-up people’s talk. He wished 
Roger’d stop. He wanted to go to bed. 


IT WAS the end of that week that Roger 
went away. He went in his own car ina 
flurry of hastily packed bags and telephone 
calls and regular knock-down slaps on the 
back from his brothers. He hugged Dickie 
before he went and told him to be a good 
boy and mind Mrs. Muller and Stanley, 
and Dickie nodded obediently. Then, just 
at the last, Dickie made a scene. A queer 
little numb fear had been growing up in 
the back of his mind. Just so had Mother 
gone away never to return. Now it was 
Roger. He clung to Roger’s leg with fran- 
tic, clawlike hands and Stanley had to 
remove him forcibly so that Roger could 
go. 
Dickie wept bitterly and would not be 
comforted even though one after the other 
of those who remained tried to reassure 
him. Roger was coming back, of course he 
was coming back, and when he did he was 
going to bring Dickie a present, a swell 
present—just you wait and see! 

Dickie waited. There was nothing else 
to do. 

Just as Mother had been better about 
buttons than Roger, so Roger was better 
than Stan. Dickie submitted lifelessly to 
Stan’s ministrations and waited for the 
time when it would be Stan’s turn to go 
away and Johnny would take over. Then 
Johnny would go and there’d be only him- 
self and Mrs. Muller left. 

A great many things happened after 
Roger had gone. The whole house was 
cleaned. Rugs were taken up and hangings 
were taken down and curtains were sent 
out to be washed. The floors were polished 
until they shone darkly and every single 
crystal from the chandeliers was unhooked, 
plunged into strong soapsuds, and then 
polished until it sparkled diamondlike in 
the light. 

Mrs. Muller was always busy now. She 
was so busy that she didn’t want to be 
bothered with Dickie. When, as he some- 
times did, he ran and threw his arms about 
her knees and hugged her in a sudden 
excess of affection, she detached herself 
firmly and told him, “Now, Dickie, 
Auntie Muller’s busy. You run along and 
play.” 

There was no place to play but out-of- 
doors and it wasn’t nice in the garden. 
The ground was soft and mushy. Dickie’s 
overshoes made deep marks on the lawn, 
marks that filled almost at once with water 
that seeped from the puddles along the 
walk. The gravel was crunchy under his 
feet and there was nothing to play with. 
If he wore mittens, he couldn’t pick up 
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sticks or things and if he went without 
them his hands were red and raw. 

Sometimes they were so busy in the 
house that they forgot all about his lunch 
and then he hung wistfully about on the 
back porch because he couldn’t manage 
the door catch alone until someone, Mrs. 
Muller or one of the cleaning women, saw 
him and said, “‘Oh, for goodness’ sake, let 
the little fellow in. He can have his lunch 
right here on the kitchen table.” 

But the cleaning was done at last and 
everyone went away. Mrs. Muller was 
alone again and she was cross. She had to 
bake, she said. She baked all day Friday 
and then on Saturday she and Johnny and 
Stanley did the last little things about the 
shiningly clean rooms. Dickie wandered 
after them, watching silently. 

The sad little ghost that was Dickie hurt 
Johnny. Once upon a time Dickie had 
been the centre of every single thing that 
went on; now it seemed that he hovered 
forever on the edges of things. He was so 
forlorn that Johnny tried to reassure him. 

“‘Roger’s coming back,” he said. “To- 
day!” 

But Dickie looked at him so blankly 
that Johnny was nonplussed. 

“Listen! You know who Roger is, don’t 
you? You remember Roger, don’t you?” 

Dickie nodded. 

“Well, then, he’s coming home today.” 

“‘When?” Dickie asked suspiciously. 

“I told you—today.” 

Dickie lost interest at once. So far as 
he knew “today” never came. ‘‘Today”’ 
reached out to embrace far too much of 
time. The only things that mattered were 
the things that happened now, right away. 

By noon everything was done. A strange 
excitement, almost visible, hung over the 
house. In some subtle way everything 
was different. Dickie, trailing aimlessly 
after the others as they made a last tour of 
the house, was tinglingly conscious of it. 
Something was going to happen! Nor did 
the feeling lessen as the hours went by. 

No one suggested that he take his usual 
nap that day. After lunch Stanley dressed 
him in his best suit and saw to it that his 
rebellious curls were brushed into order 
and that his hands were immaculately 
clean. 

“Now, for the love of Mike, stay that 
way!” Stanley adjured him before he went 
off to make his own toilet. 

For a while Dickie did. But the habit 
of a regular nap-time right after lunch 
persisted. Presently, of his own volition, 
he went upstairs and climbed upon his own 
bed and went to sleep. 

When he awoke, some time later, it was 
to the conviction that something unusual 
was happening. The house was full of 
confused noises and doors were opening 
and shutting and people were running up 
and down stairs. From somewhere below 
came vaguely the tinkle of china and the 
sound of voices muted by distance. 

Dickie climbed slowly out of bed and 
went to stand at the top of the stairs. He 
didn’t offer to go down. He didn’t want 
to. Tea in the afternoon meant that there 
would be ladies downstairs and he knew 
only two kinds of ladies. There were the 
ones who hugged and kissed him and fed 
him cake and chocolates from the tea table 
and there were the others who watched 
disapprovingly and then said, ‘Roger, I do 
hope that you see to it that this child is 
kept on a strict diet!” 

He heard footsteps and he ducked hastily 
behind the velvet curtains that covered the 
alcoved window at the top of the stairs. 
From this vantage point he peered forth 
curiously. 

And then he heard Roger’s voice say, 
“All right, darling. You stay here. I'll 
find him,” and an almost unbearable joy 
surged through him. Because Roger had 
come back. He was really there. 

He was about to turn from his hiding 
place and fling himself upon his brother 
when he saw something else and the sight 
paralyzed him. He remained quite still, 
staring, so that Roger passed within three 
feet of him and did not guess he was there. 

For the door of the Room was open! 
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THE BABY CLINIC 


Conducted by DR. i. W. S. MceCULLOUGH 





FIGHTING INFANTILE PARALYSIS 


How to diagnose the dread disease . . the first 
symptoms . . the importance of proper treatment 


INFANTILE PARALYSIS is an infec- 
tious disease, occurring chiefly in children 
of about two to five years of age. Adults 
sometimes have the disease, but it is 
largely a children’s affection. It is an 
infectious disease which recurs in the 
summer and early fall. It appears usually 
in isolated epidemics. Windsor had one 
about 1921; Saskatchewan, in 1927; 
Winnipeg, in 1928, and Ottawa, in 1929. 
Toronto and other parts of Ontario have 
just passed through an outbreak (1937). 

Infantile paralysis is due to a germ so 
small that it cannot be seen through the 
most powerful microscope; it appears to be 
what is known as an _ ultramicroscopic 
virus, which will pass through any sort of 
filter. In this respect it resembles the 
causative agent of measles and perhaps 
influenza. This virus attacks the cells of 
the brain and those of the front part of the 
spinal cord, the cells whose business it is 
to make the muscles move. These cells are 
attacked only after the disease has been 
operating for several days. 

Some patients escape the paralytic stage 
altogether. These have a trifling illness 
which may not be recognized as infantile 
paralysis at all. If the infection reaches 
these spinal cells it kills many of them and 
deranges the function of others. As a 
result the muscles dependent upon these 
cells are deprived of their natural impulse 
of movement and paralysis results. As 
time goes on, if the disease has not been 
too severe, the cells, or most of them, may 
recover, and the muscles may regain their 
powers of movement. Those cells which 
are killed never recover, and muscles 
supplied by them are permanently para- 
lyzed. The higher up in the cord the 
infection locates itself, the greater the 
danger to life. 

A typical case of infantile paralysis 
passes through an acute illness, often not 
very severe, of a few days duration, 
followed by paralysis in some cases. After a 
length of time the paralysis clears up, but 
usually some remains. The permanent 
paralysis of certain of the muscles, say in 
the extremities, results in unequal pull, 
and this, continued over a long time, 
causes distortion of the feet and limbs. 
The disability of the victim of infantile 
paralysis is due first to the paralysis itself 
and secondly, to this unequal pull of the 
uninjured against the paralyzed muscles. 

Infantile paralysis is an ancient disease. 
There is in existence a portrait showing the 
very characteristic appearance of a chronic 
case of paralysis from this cause, in an 
Egyptian prince of the 18th Dynasty. 


Ancient tombs, primeval burying-places, 
paintings and sculpture of early times 
prove that infantile paralysis is anything 
but a modern disease. In more recent 
times the poet, Byron and the novelist, 
Sir Walter Scott, were victims. 


Symptoms 


ALL INFECTIOUS diseases have an 
incubation period—-the time between the 
receipt of the infective agent and the 
appearance of symptoms. In infantile 
paralysis the inc :bation period is from six 
to eighteen days, or on an average from 
seven to fourteen days. 

The early signs are headache, fever, 
vomiting, constipation or diarrhoea, and 
with, not infrequently, congestion of the 
throat. There is a good deal of variation 
in the early signs and they so resemble the 
attacks of stomach and intestinal cis- 
orders of children that an early diagnosis 
is not readily made. 

The most pointed signs are: fever, 
soreness to the touch especially over the 
spine, and along the nerve trunks, extreme 
drowsiness and irritability on being awak- 
ened. Usually there are early meningeal 
symptoms. These are important in 
diagnosis. They are stiffness of the neck 
and back and diminution of the reflexes. A 
diagnosis is usually made on the pressure 
of a stiff neck, of a reflex called Kernig’s 
sign and examination of the spinal fluid. 
If paralysis occurs it usually develops on 
the third day. There are great variations 
in the symptoms in different cases. Some 
are so severe that the patient rapidly 
succumbs. Others get well with a moderate 
degree of paralysis or none at all; still 
others have a severe paralysis which may 
or may not improve as time goes on. The 
final degree of paralysis remaining, apart 
from successful treatment, determines the 
extent of the crippling. Some outbreaks 
are notably mild, others severe. 

There are three types of infantile 
paralysis: 


(1) A previously healthy child awakens in 
the morning with paralysis, say of a 
leg. 

(2) Another and more common type is 
where the child is sick for a day or two 
with something like a gastro-intestinal 
complaint, or with pain and fever like 
the grippe. After this the child appears 
better for a couple of days or so when 
the early symptoms recur and paralysis 
appears. 

(3) The most common type is that in 





63 


Lhey didnt do this 


when WE were young... 


SPECIAL MEDICAL CARE...SPECIAL DIET... 


EVEN A SPECIAL LAXATIVE! 





THAT’S WHY BABIES ARE BETTER OFF TODAY! 


It’s fun to be a baby today! 
Look .:; 


Hi GETS special visits from the doctor. 
He eats special foods .. . Is bathed in a 
specialtub ... Washed with special soap 
Sprinkled with special powder. 

And, of course, he gets a special laxative, 
too. How reasonable .. . 

For if his tiny system is too delicate for 
adult foods and adult activity it is also too 
delicate for “adult” laxatives. Even when 
given in smaller doses. 





That’s why physicians everywhere—in big 
cities and small towns—suggest Castoria 
when children need help in elimination. 
For Castoria is made especially—and 
only—for children. It never upsets a baby’s 
stomach because it acts chiefly in the lower 
bowel—gently stimulating the muscles 
there. It is mild. And yet thorough. It 
doesn’t harshly irritate or inflame the mu- 





cuous membrane of the intestinal tract. 
And it won’t cause cramping pains. 

Without any harsh drugs . . . without 
any narcotics . . . it’s a child’s laxative pure 
and simple. And we sincerely recommend 
it as such, 





Do you know that even the taste of 
Castoria is made especially for children? 
They take it without bribing ... or forcing. 
This is more important than it sounds. 
Doctors tell us that the revulsion a child 
feels when forced to take a medicine he 
hates can disturb his entire nervous sys- 
tem. 

So have faith in Castoria. More than 
two million mothers depend upon it. It 
won't fail you. Rely on it whenever your 
child needs a laxative. You can get a bottle 
from your druggist today. Ask for the 
Family Size. It holds more. And saves 
you money, 


CASTORIA 


The Laxative Made Especially 
for Babies and Growing Children 


Castoria Trade Mark Registered in Canada 
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@ “Excuse me for getting personal—but haven’t you gone pretty 
far with this nose idea? Enough is enough, I always say...It’s none 
of my business, of course—but what’s a nose like that for?” 


Pe 


@ “You don’t tell me!...You fill it full of water on a hot day—yes, 
yes, go on...Then you throw it up over your head and give yourself 


poo 


a shower? Boy!...Well, I must say you’ve got something there! 


@ “Don’t try to sell me one though! Nope—I’ve got my own system. 
A soft cooling sprinkle of downy Johnson’s Baby Powder ...no 
prickly heat or rashes or chafing after that kind of shower!”’ 


@ “Take one feel of Johnson’s Baby Powder—you'll see why 
it keeps my skin so healthy and smooth!” Healthy skin, 
Mothers, is the best protection against skin infections. 
Johnson’s Baby Powder is not only made of finest Italian tale 
—its BORATED ... Remember Johnson’s Baby Soap and 
Baby Cream, too. And for tiny babies, try the new Johnson’s 
Baby Oil—stainless, not sticky, and cannot turn rancid. 











STOP the AGONY | 
of BURNS — 


Quick! Slap on a thick Poultice of Mecca 
Ointment. Almost instantly MECCA relieves the 
agonizing pain and lessens shock to the sufferer. 
Then MECCA cleanses the wound—arrests further 
destruction of the tissues. Then its medicinal 
propertiés are absorbed by the tissues, assisting 
nature to heal quickly, and in most cases preventing 
scars. Is MECCA (25c) in your home right now? 


TT 
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She Best GRAY HAIR 








OU can now make at home a 

better gray hair remedy than 
you can buy, by following this 
simple recipe: Tohalf pintof 
water add oneounce bay rum, 
a small box of Orlex Com- 
pound and one-fourth ounce 
of glycerine. Any druggist 
can put this up or you can 
mix it yourself at very little 
cost. Apply to the hair twice 
a week until the desired 
shade is obtained. Orlex imparts color to streaked 
faded, or gray hair, makes it soft and glossy and 
takes years off your looks. It will not color the 
scalp, is not sticky or greasy and does not rub off. 


Nl REMEDY IS 
Px h MADE AT HOME | 


WITH OUR NEWER | 
CANADIAN POETS 


Three New Poems 
* 
THE TRAVELLER 
by Gwendolen Merrin 
Softly, softly, let him slumber — 
None can tell how far he came 


Ere we laid him in his cradle, 
Calling him another name. 


Softly, softly, shade the candle. 
Let the shadows shield him—so— 





From the garish things that wait him 
And the heartache he will know. 
Softly, softly, let him slumber. 
No one watching is aware 
Why he chose our habitation 
Nor how far he has to fare. 


TO AN AUTUMN BRIDE 
by F. Robina Monkman 


The fallen leaves break gently at your 
feet 
In throbbing tides of gold and 
crimson dyes, 
Yet higher still, more infinitely sweet 
The waves of joy that brim your 
lovely eyes. 


Not for your hand the fleeting, mortal 
rose 
That spills its beauty when the first 
frost comes, 
For deep within your shining glance 
there glows 
The still, white strength of tall 
chrysanthemums. 


Though now, by vale and slope, in 
mossy urns 
Bright beacons fade beneath 
earth's amber tears, 
Upon the altar of your heart there 


burns 
A flame that shall soar higher with 
the years. 
And though against your eager, lifted 
face, 


Crystalline-frail the snowflakes 
drift and die, 
Close-held within your bosom's silken 
lace 
The tender, petalled dreams of 
April lie. 


SONNET FOR THOR 
by Estelle Fox 


Some part of me goes out to meet a 
storm; 

Some pent-up phase of my identity, 

Silent before, escapes each boundary, 

And finds its freedom beyond human 
form 

In the abandon of the tempest's 
course, 








CHATELAINE, OCTOBER, 1937 


OUR MOTHER 
IS EXTRA CAREFUL 


OU’RE right, Davey and 

Phil! Twins are apt to be 
harder to raise than single 
brothers and sisters, so mother 
is especially careful. Like wise 
mothers everywhere, she never 
risks using ordinary soaps with 
harmful alkali for little gar- 
ments ... insists on Lux for 
everything that touches a 
baby’s skin. 






WON'T IRRITATE | 
A BABY’S 
TENDER SKIN 


‘HE'S A GRANDFATHER NOW 


ann HE SU 


BIRD’S 


CUSTARD 


In lightning flash and thunder, and in | 





Bird's Custard has been pleasing tastes 
rain . for 100 years. Each new generation 
That beats upon the ground, in learns from its earliest years that Bird's 
Rotiltins Corand s — =~ creamy and nour- \E 
| ishing. Try Bird's tard — with 
That sweeps unfettered from its secret | Saal as a - cline ce a op? 
source. or as a delicious dish a 
The wind accepts me then, and 1am __ by itself. wd gor 
wind. P Zs 


| am the rain-rent sky, the rain-bent 
tree. 

| recognize myself in mutiny, 

And for the gale's destruction | have 
sinned. 


Harold F. Ritchie & Co. 
Ltd., Dept. 6D 
10-18 MeCaul St., Toronto. 


Please send me a_ free 
sample of Bird's Custard 
and Recipe Book, 


Some part of me goes out in full 
release 

To meet a storm—and finds a curious 
peace. 
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Question—My baby boy, five months 
old, has been on the breast but is now 
taking 15 oz. each of milk and water with 
two tablespoonfuls corn syrup. He has 
this formula every three hours. Is it 
sufficient? When should I give solids such 
as vegetables and cereals? 


Answer—A better mixture would be 
one containing 20 oz. milk, 15 oz. water 
and two tablespoonfuls of corn syrup or 
granulated sugar. The diet plan I send will 
help to guide you as to the use of solids 
which are not usually begun until six 
months. 

* + om 

Question— My boy, a year old Aug. 9, 
weighs about 24 Ib. and is 30 inches tall. 
He has had good health except for a 
mastoid operation. 

I should like to have information about 
his weight, height, teeth, etc. 

Answer—The average weight of a boy 
at one year is 20 pounds. The average 
height is 28.8 inches, so your lad is well 
above the average, and indicates that 
you have not neglected him. 

By one year most children have six 
teeth, four below and two above. An easy 
way to calculate the number of teeth a 
baby should have is to subtract six from 
the age of the baby in months. Thus a 
12-months-old child should have 12 minus 
6, or six teeth. All of the 20 teeth of the 
first set do not appear until about two and 
a half years. 

* . + 

Question—My baby is now 3% 
months old and weighs almost sixteen 
pounds, being seven pounds two ounces at 
birth. 

In your March article you mention 
“‘soakers,”’ instead of rubber pants. What 
are they, and can I make them or can they 
be bought? 


Answer-—Your baby is a giant. You 
must have taken good care of him. 
“‘Soakers” are made of any good absorbent 
material. They may be washed and used 
again. The large shops sell such articles, 
but you can purchase the material and 
make them yourself. They may be made 
so as to pin or button to a sort of girdle. 
It is a good plan when washing such 
articles to wring them out of strong boracic 
solution and to leave some of it in the 
diaper or soaker. This prevents odors and 
scalds. 

* ok ok 

Question—Baby, five months old, has 
been fed without success on a cow’s milk 
mixture. For some time he has been on 
one of condensed milk, but is not gaining 
satisfactorily in weight. He is very consti- 
pated. Stools are coarse and watery. He 
is filled with gas. Please advise.—Mrs. 
G. B., Lyleton, Man. 


Answer—Your baby will now be over 
six months old. The best formula for him, 
at six to nine months, is: Cow’s milk, 30 
oz., water (boiled) 10 oz. and four level 
tablespoonfuls of lactose (sugar of milk). 
Lactose, corn syrup and gran. sugar are 
laxative in the order named. This mixture 
should be given in five feedings at four- 
hour intervals. One to two rounded table- 
spoonfuls of cooked cereal may be given at 
10 a.m. and later also at 6 p.m. if hungry. 
Some of the mixture should be poured over 
the cereal. Feed with a spoon. A rusk or 
zweiback may be given to chew. Cod-liver 
oil, one teaspoonful before each of four 
feedings. One oz. orange juice diluted with 
equal water at 9 a.m. For constipation 
give one-half to one and one-half teaspoon- 
fuls milk of magnesia or one teaspoonful 
Russian oil daily. Neither of these is 
harmful. The remedy you mention for colic 
would be useful, but if you use the diet 
given and get rid of constipation, the 
baby’s colic will disappear. Please write 
and tell me how you get on. 

* * + 


Question—Baby boy, 13 months old, 
is well trained, but he becomes burnt by 
the urine. Please advise.—Mrs. S. W., 
Trochu, Alta. 


Answer—Give the boy a tnird to a half 
teaspoonful of bicarbonate of soda daily 
for a few days, boil the napkins and soak 
them freely in a strong solution of boracic 
acid, wring out and let dry. Spray the 
buttocks with a mixture of 48 grains of 
tannic acid in one-half oz. each of alcohol 
and boiled water till you get the parts 
tanned. 

Question—My boys, eight and 13 years 
old, are troubled with pinworms. Please 
advise.—Mrs. H. McD., Sanford, Man. 


Answer—Pin or threadworms persist 
because your boys reinfect themselves. No 
treatment will be permanent unless the 
following precautions are taken: There 
should be a daily bath with attention to 
parts about the lower bowel, clean cloth- 
ing, the use of an ointment to relieve itch- 
ing, and muffling of the hands at night so 
that the eggs from which the worms 
propagate themselves cannot get under the 
fingernails. Give the lads the following 
powder every other day for a few days 
(santonin gr. 1, calomel gr. 1). Ask the 
druggist for half a dozen of these powders. 
Inject into the bowel each night one ounce 
of warm limewater and have the boys re- 
tain it as long as possible. To make the 
limewater, add all the tablets that warm 
water will dissolve, that is, a saturated 
solution. If these directions are faithfully 
followed, the worms will disappear. 


* * * 


Question—My baby, 15 months old, 
weighs 25 Ib. and walks well but he is 
bowlegged. Is this through some fault of 
mine? How can I correct the condition? 
How can I train him to prevent wetting 
his diapers?—Mrs. D. D., New Lowell, 
Ont. 


Answer—If you had taken cod-liver oil 
throughout your pregnancy your boy 
would not be bowlegged. Remember this 
the next time. Also eat sea-fish twice a 
week. The hope is that the use of cod-liver 
oil for the child will gradually cure his 
bowlegs. It probably will. 

You should have started to train your 
boy nine months ago. Put him in his toilet 
chair at regular intervals and leave him 
there until bowel movement and urination 
are accomplished. 

* ok * 


Question—My little girl, three and 
a half years old, has the habit of drawing 
her knees up. As she was nervous and had 
rickets, we thought it a nervous habit, but 
are now told that it is masturbation. We 
watch her now and do not let her go to 
sleep alone, but when she goes off by her- 
self she has the habit. This is a serious 
habit, is it not?-—Mrs. C. MacD., Martin- 
town, Ont. 


Answer—Like other habits of children, 
the act should be ignored, except to keep 
the parts clean and to keep the child busy 
in all possible ways. It is very seldom that 
the habit persists beyond the fifth year. 
At this age it does the child no physical 
harm. Too much notice of it and tying or 
other restraint only serves to intensify the 
act and to fix it more firmly in the child’s 
mind. 


A MONTHLY SERVICE—Dr. J. W. S. 
McCullough, who contributes these 
articles monthly, will answer questions 
sent to Chatelaine concerning the 
care of babies. A stamped, addressed 
envelope should be enclosed if a 
private answer is desired. Free pre- 


natal and post-natal letters are avail- 
able by writing to the Mothercraft 
Service of Chatelaine. These are is- 
sued by the Canadian Council on 
Child and Family Welfare through its 
Child Hygiene Section and the De- 
partment of Public Health. 
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*He’s such a sturdy tot and so 
good-tempered. We’re pleased to 
say he’s a St. Charles baby !” 


NOWN for over thirty-seven 

years as a milk that is abso- 
lutely fresh, safe, and supremely 
nourishing, St. Charles is ideal for 
the feeding of babies and growing 
youngsters. 


St. Charles Milk* is unsweetened 
... purest of rich country milk with 
over half the natural water re- 
moved. After evaporation, it is 
irradiated for an added supply of 
Sunshine Vitamin D—an important 
factor in the development of a 
sturdy body and good sound teeth. 


Ask your doctor about St. Charles 
for your baby. He knows its purity 
and high quality. 


Sample its rich goodness! 


Just taste St. Charles... you will 
understand why it gives you the 
smoothest, most delicious cup of tea 
or coffee you ever enjoyed, why 
its double-strength creaminess 
improves your cooking. Ask 
your grocer for Borden’s 

St. Charles by name. 





* Made in Canada 
since 1899 





The Best 


there is in 
BEEF 


Stimulating, 


Sustaining 


and a splendid restorative. 


TAKE A CUP DAILY AND SEE HOW 
YOU BUILD UP STRENGTH WITH 
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SHREDDEL 


SHREDDED WHEAT 


Please! 


SS that the children start the day right with 
Shredded Wheat. Its precious whole wheat 
goodness feeds them energy and fitness. It 
pleases them with its tempting wheat flavor 
and saves mother time and work in preparing 
because it’s ready-cooked. 
Shredded Wheat today and every day. 


THE a SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LTD. 


Be sure to serve 


iagara Falls ~ Canada 
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MADE IN CANADA = OF CANADIAN WHEAT 





How to make MILK 
your child’s favorite food 








which the original symptoms progress | 


steadily to be followed by paralysis. 


Treatment 


TREATMENT IS especially directed in | 


the early stages of paralysis to prevent the 
stretching of the weakened muscles and 
shortening of the opposing normal ones 
and thus to secure a good position of the 
limb. Rest is essential in the early period 


of convalescence. There must be no active | 


treatment such as by electricity, massage 
or manipulation. 
always follow too early active treatment. 
This attitude on the part of the conscien- 
tious physician is often difficult to maintain 
in the face of the anxiety of parents “‘that 
something be done.” Doctors are impor- 
tuned to use electricity, massage or 
manipulation, or the parents may call in 
the aid of a so-called drugless healer to 
the injury of the child. Too early active 
treatment of this nature, before all soreness 
of muscles is gone, is disastrous to the best 
results. 

After the acute period is past, mild 
exercise of the muscles is begun. Heat, 
massage and especially exercise in the 
warm bath and swimming pool are of great 
value. If the best results are to be obtained 
treatment should continue for one and a 
half to two years under the direction of a 
competent physician skilled in orthopedic 
work. No case is ever benefitted except by 
skilled surgical treatment. 





Prevention 


CASES SHOULD be quarantined for 
three weeks. This will lessen the number 
of carriers of the disease. 

During epidemics children should not 
be allowed to crowd together. 

Children should be kept in the best 
possible health by good food, rest, air and 
sunshine. 

Immunization or active prevention may 
possibly be secured by the use of conva- 
lescent serum. This is obtained from the 
blood of persons who have had infantile 
paralysis. Donors of blood have to be 
paid. They are comparatively few in 
number. The value of serum in prevention 
is not proved. Manitoba and California 
authorities praise it; other observers say 
it is of no value. 

Health departments and_ interested 
societies should combine to finance the 
provision of serum. Its use has been tried 

' in many instances with such success as to 
warrant its further use. At any rate it can 
| do no harm, 


Your Question Box 


Question—My 18-months-old baby 
| girl voids urine every half hour during the 
| day and every two hours during the night. 

Her tonsils are enlarged and she has 
| been sick with sore throat and running 
| ears three times. Please advise. 
Answer—You must have the child’s 
| tonsils removed. This is the probable 
cause of the throat and ear trouble. A 
running ear is a dangerous condition in 
child or adult. The infected tonsils may be 
at the bottom of the urinary condition. In 
the meantime give her the following pre- 


Unfortunate results | 


" INSIST ON 


| 
| 
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WRITE FOR FREE RECIPE BOOK 
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A CUP OF FRY’S Is A CUP OF FOOD 






Gr 


IT IS SO 
MUCH 
BETTER! 


FRY-CADBURY LTD. 
MONTREAL. 


- BABY 


NEED NOT 
GET YOU UP 


YOU and your baby both need sleep. 
There is a sure and easy way to get it. 
Let Mrs. B——, Jr., of Winona, Ont- 
ario, tell you in her own words. “Night 
after night, as soon as we would get 
settled in bed, ‘baby’ would start cry- 
ing. . . . Baby’s Own Tablets changed 
all this. What a blessed relief.” 

In no sense are these “sleeping” tab- 
lets. But they promote healthful sleep 
by promptly making the ill baby well. 
The well baby always sleeps soundly. 

They are perfectly safe for even the 
most delicate baby. Absolutely harm- 
less, too. Contain no opiates or stupe- 
fying drugs. As easy to take as candy. 
Sweet-tasting and quick in their action. 
Each package gives an analyst’s report. 

Baby’s Own Tablets bring quick re- 
lief from most of “baby’s” ills. Teeth- 
ing troubles, constipation, simple fever, 
diarrhoea, upset stomach, colic, simple 
croup and colds all disappear when 
Baby’s Own Tablets are given. 25 cents 
a box. If they are not effective, your 
druggist will refund your money, 
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BR Liq potassae 


Every child simply LOVES rennet- 
custards. Made from “JUNKET” 
Rennet Powder and LUKEWARM milk 





"TAKE three minutes each morning to make 
milk into rennet-custards —a different 
flavor, a different color every day. Keep 
them in your refrigerator — ready for lunch 
. » + teady when the children come home 
from school . . . ready to top with fruits, 
jelly, nuts or chocolate sauce for dinner des- 
serts. The rennet enzyme helps make them 
digest faster than plain milk. 

No egg-beating . . . no mixing . . . no bak- 
ing —Just add “JUNKET” Rennet Powder 
to lukewarm milk, set in a dessert glass, then 
chill. Six flavors — Vanilla, Chocolate, 
Lemon, Orange, Raspberry, Maple. 
“JUNKET” is the trade-mark of Chr. Han- 
sen’s Laboratory for its rennet and other food 
products and it is registered in Canada and 

the US. 





' Tells 61 easy ways to make 
milk into tempting rennet- 
custards as well as delicious , . 
new ice creams and milk sherbets. Simply mail 
this coupon for your copy. 
“THE ‘JUNKET’ FOLKS,” Dept. F6. 
Chr. Hansen's Laboratory, 
833 King St. West, Toronte Ont. 


Please send me the new recipe oook. 
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Tr hyoscyamus 44a 3ii 


Syr zingib. 3 iii 
Aqua ad. 3 iv 
Sig: 3i in water at intervals of 
4 hours. 


Get the tonsils out without delay and 
tell me how you get on with her. 
e * a 
Question—I have been told that lime 
water helps to build good teeth and bones. 


| I should like to give it to my four-months- 


old baby if it is of any value in this respect. 
Is there any substitute for cod-liver oil 
that will serve the same purpose? 
Answer—Lime water is of no use in the 
building of bones and teeth. Milk will 
supply the calcium necessary while the use 
of cod-liver oil and the summer sun, very 
gradually applied, will ensure good teeth. 









happy! And one 
thing is sure... 
I’m not going to 
risk using ordi- 
nary soaps on 
baby’s tender 
skin. The name 
“Cutieura, i 
know, is a recognized symbol of protec- 
tion in family nurseries the world over. 
So—pure, mild, sweet Cuticura Soap is 
what I shall use. And for baby chafings, 
rashes and other external irritations, I 
know Cuticura Ointment and Talcum are 
wonderfully soothing. Soap 25c. Oint- 
ment 25c. Talcum 25c. For FREE sample, 
write “Cuticura,” Dept. 55D, 286 St. Paul 
St. W., Montreal. 
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7 MOTHER! ™ JUST “ALL IN? I'M 
rg GOING TO PHONE JIM AND BREAK 


/ EVEN . 
uN WOULD BORE ME Jiggy, 
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WHY, DARLING 
YOU CAN'T... 

























BUT WHAT A THRILLING EVENING 
SHE HAD AFTER ALL. 
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Z HAVING FUN, DARLING? | 


~ fon, JIM, A HEAVENLY TIME! 
1G pe aii tek 
j g .- AND TO 
THINK 0 HAVE 
BROKEN THIS DATE, 
/f 17 HADNT BEEN 

FOR THAT 
MAXWELL 
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M-M-M! THIS COFFEE CERTAINLY HITS THE a 
SPOT...I’M REALLY COMING TO LIFE AGAIN FX 
«1S THERE ANOTHER CUP THERE? 
ae «>. my é 
B SEE? THERES NOTHING 
LIKE A CUP OF 

4 MAXWELL HOUSE TO 
PICK YOU UP. AND 
IT'S SUCH DELICIOUS 1 
COFFEE, TOO...AND 
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NOW, JUST RELAX, DEAR...1 KNOW 
~ se z THING YOU NEED.. 
Po 1 YOU'RE A MARVEL 
IF YOU _ee BUT... 
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SUCH FRIENDLY STIMULATION! 


in every delicious cup of this 
truly roaster-fresh coffee 





A CUP OF FRAGRANT 
MAXWELL HOUSE AFTER 
A HARD REHEARSAL... 
MAN, HOW WE ALL 
WELCOME ITS 
FRIENDLY STIMULATION ! 






OW you will enjoy your first delightful cup 
of Maxwell House! It’s so rich... so 
deliciously smooth and mellow. 









And — what refreshing stimulation you get 
from every fragrant cup! A friendly stimula- 
tion that warms and cheers... that makes you 
feel brighter, happier, buoyed up! 









Maxwell House Coffee comes to you always 
with all the superb goodness of its matchless 
blend. For it is packed in the super-vacuum, 
Vita-Fresh tin — the one sure way to assure 
you coffee fresh as the hour it left the roaster. 
Not days fresh—but hours fresh! 





NOW 2 GRINDS 
DRIP GRIND 
AND REGULAR 













Why not try Maxwell House? Enjoy its rich 
and mellow flavor...and the friendly stimula- 
tion it gives you. 


Free Coffee Recipe Book—There are eight different ways to 
make good coffee, depending on the equipment you prefer to 
use. We will gladly send you free a special coffee reci 
booklet which tells you all you need to know to make the 
finest coffee you ever tasted. Just send this coupon. 
MAXWELL HOUSE COFFEE CO., COBOURG, ONT. 90 


Please send me free leaflet of coffee recipes. 

















* * * 












Name inal heebaved sanbueunantitdestasadsiumeusnds 


TUNE IN! Maxwell House Show Boat every 


Thursday night, NBC coast-to-coast network, 
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MAXWELL HOUSE COFFEE ooo... 


ROASTED AND PACKED IN CANADA LAST DROP 












A DEPARTMENT OF HOME 
MANAGEMENT CONDUCTED 
BY HELEN G. CAMPBELL... 


Three ttme-and-money-saving all in one meals 
___ —Photos by Milne 





MENU 1 





Hamburg Cakes 
Wrapped in Bacon 
Casserole of Potatoes 
Baked Tomatoes 
Fruit Shortcake Whipped Cream 
Beverage 
(20 Minutes at 400-425 deg. Fahr.) 


ADVANCE PREPARATIONS— 


Cook enough potatoes on previous day for two meals, 
and prepare while hot according to the recipe. Cool, cover 
tightly and store in the refrigerator until needed. 

Mix and shape shortcake, protect with waxed paper or 
oiled silk cover and store in the refrigerator until needed. 

Mix and shape meat cakes, wrap in bacon and secure 
with a toothpick. 

*. Wash and cut the tops from firm, uniform tomatoes. 


AT DINNER TIME— 


Preheat oven. 

Remove covers from potatoes and shortcake. Place 
prepared meat cakes in baking dish. Place tomatoes in 
baking dish, sprinkle with salt, pepper and celery salt and 
dot each one with butter. 

Place two of the prepared dishes at opposite corners of 
the top shelf of the oven and the other two on the lower 
shelf so that no dish is directly below another. While 
dinner is cooking, set the table, prepare the fruit for the 
shortcake if not done previously, whip the cream and 
measure the beverage. 

Serve meat cakes and tomatoes together on large, 
warmed platter and garnish with parsley. 

Potatoes may be served in the dish in which they were 
baked. 

Complete the shortcake just before serving and serve on 
large plate, topped with whipped cream. 


MENU 2 


Baked Ham Slice with Mustard 
Green Pepper Halves 
Stuffed with Corn 
Buttered Baked Carrots 
Plum or Berry Tart Pie 
Beverage 
(45 to 60 Minutes at 375-400 deg. Fahr.) 


ADVANCE PREPARATIONS— 


Pastry for the pie may be made ahead, wrapped and 
stored in the refrigerator until needed. 

Peppers may be washed, the tops and seeds removed, 
and cut in halves lengthwise. Parboil for one minute in 
boiling salted water and drain. Store until needed. Wash 
and scrape carrots and store in a covered dish in a cool 
place until needed. Prepare fruit for the pie. 


AT DINNER TIME— 


Roll pastry and make the pie. Preheat the oven to 425 
deg. Fahr. Place peppers in baking dish and fill with 
kernels of canned or cooked corn. Season and dot with 
butter. 

Prepare ham for cooking according to the directions. 

Arrange carrots in a casserole, add seasonings and about 
one-half cupful of water. Cover closely. 

Place the prepared dishes in the [Continued on page 73} 





(See page 78 for hints on preparation) 
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by: HELEN G. CAM 


The Modernized Chatelaine 
Kitchen believes there’s a 


right place for everything 


HOW TO STORE 


FOOD 


Milk—Keep clean, cold and covered. A refrigerator 
which provides a temperature between 35 deg. and 
50 deg. Fabr. is the best place for milk and cream; 
it preserves their sweet disposition. 

Evaporated Milk—Will keep anywhere until the tin is 
opened. Then store in the can in your refrigerator. 

Condensed Milk—Not so particular about the climate 
but will keep longer after the can is opened if you 
cover it and set in a cool place. 

Butter—Not a good soldier for it runs under fire. Keep 
it in the refrigerator, covered to prevent it absorbing 
other flavors and odors. Neater and more conven- 
ient if you remove the wrapper and set it—the 
butter—in a dish the size and shape of a pound. 

Cheese—Packaged cheese likes its own wrapper and 
package. Or you can remove both and store the 
cheese in one of those covered refrigerator dishes. 
Keep cool. Wrap a left-over wedge of cheese in 
waxed paper and keep in a refrigerator dish to 
prevent drying out. Cold delays the growth of mold. 

Cream cheese in jars is stored in its own container 
with a cover. Or if you get the top all out of shape 
when removing it, slip an oiled silk cap on the jar or 
put a piece of waxed paper over it. 

In self-defense put your Limburger in an oiled 
silk bag, with a zipper to keep it closed. 

Eggs—Keep cold and hens wouldn’t know them from 
the ones they laid this morning. Room temperature 
is no place for eggs; they soon go stale and a stale 
egg is an abomination. Furthermore, even after a 
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short time in a too-warm place the yolks sag off- 
centre, which isn’t so good if you want to use hard- 
cooked eggs for a garnish. A cold atmosphere keeps 
them in better shape. 

Store away from strong flavors and odors that 
would be absorbed through the porous shell. And 
don’t wash them before storing or the shells are 
more porous than ever. 


MEATS AND FISH 


Bacon—A covered refrigerator dish is the best thing to 
keep bacon moist and fresh for several days—not 
forever, of course. 

Roasts—Remove the wrapper and set the meat on a 
plate and cover with waxed paper or with an oiled 
silk protector. Or place it in a large Cellophane bag 
or an oiled silk, zippered envelope. Keep on a shelf 
in your refrigerator. 

Chops—Can be laid out in the chilling tray under the 
freezing coils and covered with waxed paper. Or 
use your Cellophane or oiled silk bags for them. 

Fish—The same treatment as for chops will suit them 
perfectly. 

Frozen Fish—Keep frozen until you’re ready to pop 
them in the pan. 

Cooked Ham—Cover with waxed paper or slip into an 
oiled silk protector to prevent evaporation of 
moisture while in the refrigerator. You will find if 
you let ham stand uncovered for some time it will 
taste more salty due to moisture being given off. 

Cold Meat—Follow the above procedure for the same 
reason. 


VEGETABLES 


Root Vegetables such as potatoes, beets, parsnips, 

turnips, etc.—Do best in a cool, dry, dark place which 
provides ventilation. A winter supply can be stored 
in a dry cellar in slatted bins. Small quantities for 
regular use keep well enough in the kitchen in 
ventilated storage drawers or racks. 
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Onions—If you know your onions you will give them a 
dry, low temperature to prevent sprouting or 
rotting. 

Squash, Vegetable Marrow, Pumpkins—Can stand 
a warmer climate—around 65 to 70 deg. Fahr., but 
insist on dryness. 

Celery—lIf you have a garden and a good cellar you can 
“plant” your celery in sand on the floor. But if 
you buy a head of celery whenever you need it, keep 
it until required in the crisping pan of your refriger- 
ator. Or in an oiled silk bag; there’s one with a 
zipper for just this purpose. First cut off the large, 
coarse leaves then wash, drain or shake a bit, but 
leave a little moisture on it. 

Greens, Radishes, Green Peppers—-Trim and wash 
well, then tuck away in the covered. ventilated 
crisping pan of your refrigerator. Their original 
freshness is restored and retained in this cool, 
moist air. And they’re dry and perky when you 
come to use them. 

Tomatoes—Keep well enough for a few days on your 
refrigerator shelves, but better treat them like 
greens if you want to have them last longer. 

Asparagus—The bunch you buy today to use tomorrow 
will still be fresh and crisp if you stand it upright 
in a jar with the ends in water and set it in the 
refrigerator. 

Cauliflower and Cabbage—If you can get them into 
your crisping pan it is a good place for them. 
Otherwise wrap and keep in your refrigerator or a 
cold place. 

Corn—Don’t keep it any longer than you have to. But 
if you have to, leave the cobs in their jackets and 
give temporary storage in a cool, dry place. 

Peas—Use them as soon after picking as possible when 
they’re at their very best. But if you have to keep 
them a while, leave them in their pods and set in the 
refrigerator. Or you could shell and cover them in 
arefrigerator jar to cook later in the day. 
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Exclusive Gentle Pacts Method 
Works MAGIC at Every Meal 


From Halifax to Vancouver many a meal is being enjoyed more because of Libby’s patented 
“Gentle Press” method of preparing Tomato Products. It’s what’s inside the tomato that counts. 
And when Libby discovered the way to capture the garden-fresh tomato flavour at its luscious 
best, the tomato came into its own! With this exclusive “Gentle Press” method, tomatoes carefully 
tended from the time they are certified seeds until they are red-ripe on the vine—are so delicately 
pressed that only the vitamin-rich, pure juice is extracted. That’s the magic of the superb flavour 
of Libby’s “Gentle Press” Tomato Catchup, “Gentle Press” Tomato Juice and “Gentle Press” 
Tomato Soup. You'll say they work wonders with every meal—because they have that magic 
something to wake up every appetite. Make your meal-time problems little ones. Order Libby’s 
Tomato Products. 
LIBBY, M°NEILL & LIBBY OF CANADA, LIMITED 


CHATHAM, ONTARIO 


If your grocer cannot supply you, please send his name to us at Chatham, Ont., and we will see 
that you are supplied. 


Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Catchup 
Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Juice 
Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Soup 
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1 BREAKFAST 


Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 





Apple Sauce 
Cereal 


Fish Cakes Toast 
Coffee Tea 


3 
(Sunday) 
Half Seseoiees 
and Eggs 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


4 
Cereal with Sliced Bananas 
Raisin Muffins 
loney 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Juice 
Poached Eggs on Toast 
Coffee Tea 


6 Stewed Pears 
Cereal 


Toasted Biscuits 
(from Tuesday) 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 





Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 


Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


10 
(Sunday) 
Chilled Melon 
Waffles 


a 
Bacon Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





11 (Fhanheghing? 
alves 


eal 
Omelet with Diced Bacon 
Brown Toast 
Coffee Tea 


12 
Stewed Plums 
Cereal 


Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





13 
Tomato Juice 
real 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 


14 
Stewed Apples 
Grilled Smoked Fish 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 





15 
Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


SLE 


16 
Orange Juice 


n 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Gurried Eggs 
Steamed Rice 
Lettuce French Dressing 
Chilled Melon 
Tea Cocoa 


Grilled Frankfurters 
Hot Potato Salad 
Mustard Pickle 
Canned Raspberries 

ies 


Tea Cocoa 


~ Cream of Mushroom Soup 


Rolled Toasted Cheese 
Sandwiches 
Celery Olives 
Bow! of Grapes 
Frosted White Layer Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Salmon and Cucumber Salad 
Brown Bread and Butter 
Apple Compote 
Cake 


Tea 


Baked Stuffed Vegetable 
Marrow 
(Use nd leftover beef) 
Cucumber and Sliced Onions 
Hot Biscuits Maple Syrup 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean Soup 
Beet and Celery Salad 
Cornstarch Souffié 
Fruit Sauce 
Tea 


Bacon 
Fried Tomatoes 
Buttered Toast 
Stewed Pears 
(from Wednesday) 
Soft Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Scall Potato and Onion 
__ Hard Brown Rolls 
Sliced Bananas in Orange Jelly 
Whipped Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Scotch Broth 
Sardine and Tomato Salad 
Baked Apples 
Wafers 


DINNER 
Baked Whitefish with Top 
Dressing 
Parsley Potatoes 
Baked Tomatoes 
Lemon Pie 
ffee Tea 





Liver and Onions 

Mashed Potatoes 

_ Brussels Sprouts 
Sliced Pears in Lime Jelly 
_ Custard Sauce 
ffee Tea 





Rib Roast of Beef 
Yorkshire Pudding 
Browned Potatoes 
Baked Carrots 
Ice Cream Butterscotch Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Yogotebie Soup 
Cold Sliced Roast Beef 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Fried Eggplant 
_ Peach Tapioca 
fiee Tea 





Grilled Fresh Ham 
Mashed Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
(cook enough for salad) 
Raisin Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Veal Stew with Vegetables 
Dumplin 
Shredd Cabbage 
Apple Crisp 
ffee Tea 





Savory Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
_ Creamed Onions 
Ripe Plum Batter Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Fish and Chi 
Spinach Creamed ¢ Celery 
__ Peach Shortcake 
ee Tea 





; Pork Chops 
Sweet Potatoes Peas 
Prune Whip 
Custard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


17 BREAKFAST 
(Sunday) J 
Pineapple Juice 
French Toast 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





18 
Sliced Bananas 
Cereal 
Toasted Biscuits Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


19 
Stewed Pears 
Pan-broiled Liver 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


20 
Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Soft-cooked Eggs 
Coffee Tea 


21 
Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


22 
Grapes 
Bread and Milk 
Whole Wheat Muffins 


Honey 
Coffee Tea 


Cereal with Sliced Bananas 


Bacon Toast 
Coffee Tea 
23 ‘ 
(Sunday) 


Melon Balls with Orange Juice 
Grilled Smoked Fish 
Toast Tart Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


25 
Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Tomato Bouillon 
Chicken (canned) Salad 
Hot Biscuits 
Apricot Whip 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Bacon 
Baked Sweet Potatoes 
Apple, Celery and Date Salad 
Sweet Rolls 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Stuffed Peppers 
Tomato Sauce 
Brown Bread 
Peach Betty 

Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Celery Soup 
Jellied Vegetable Salad 
Butter Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Corn Pudding 
Diced Cucumbers and Lettuce 
Apple Compote 
Soft Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Welsh Rarebit 
Shredded Raw Vegetable Salad 
Canned Pineapple 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Beans 
Boston Brown Bread 
Fresh Pear and Orange Salad 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Sea Food on Toast 
Assorted Relishes 
Fresh Fruits 
Crackers Chees 
Tea Cocoa 


Casserole of Rice and Leftover 


ne 
With Vegetable Soup Sauce 
Brown Bread 
Bananas and Cream 
Tea a 


LKR FL 
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Individual Noodle Rings 
with Creamed Mushrooms 
Pear, Cream Cheese and 
Grape Salad 
Nut Bars 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Platter 
Sweet Pickles 
Potato and Salad 

_ Hot Rolls 
Fruit and we Ice Cream 
. es 
Hot Chocolate 


Rice and Chicken Croquettes 
Selery Sauce 
Toasted Rolls 
(from Monday) 
Canned Cherries 
Tea Cocoa 


Cheese Toast and Bacon 
Lettuce Salad 
Chilled Melon 

Tea Cocoa 


Clam Chowder 
Crackers 
Cabbage Salad 
Jam Turnovers 
Tea Cocoa 


Scalloped Lima Beans and 
Tomatoes 
Fruit Salad 
Pecan Roll 
Tea Cocoa 


Italian Spaghetti 
Lettuce with Dressing 
Stewed Apricots 
Tea Cocoa 


Cream of Pea Soup 
Sliced Jellied Tongue 
Grated Carrot, Green Pepper 


Stewed Prunes with Lemon 











and Olive Salad Cereal 
Tomato Sections Brown Toast Jam 
Apricot Upside Down Cake Coffee Tea 
a 
_ Fruit Cup es 
Roast Chicken, Parsley Stuffing 27 
Red Currant Jelly Apples 
Mashed Potatoes 7 Plain Omelet 
Buttered Cauliflower Toast Conserve 
Pumpkin Pie with Drizzled Coffee Tea 
Coffee Honey Tea 
Boiled Potata. 
iled Potatoes Halved Or: ‘ 
.,._,Mashed Turni " ‘Cereal 
Sliced Oranges and Bananas Toast Marmalade 
we See Saltese Coffee Tea 
e€ ea 
ee oe te , Temete inice 
Buttered Carrots ee on 
Chocolate Rennet Custard Tonge See 
with Shave Imonds 
Coffee Tea Coffee Tea 
Grilled Sausages Stewed Plums 
Creamed Potatoes Corn (from Friday) 
Steamed Date Cup Cakes Cereal 
Brown Sugar Sauce Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea Coffee Tea 
Spinach Ring with Pinunsd . ) ‘ 
Hard-cooked Eggs : "ieee ale Juice 
Baked Squash pe eae 
none Beets Toast RES 
ile: ice with Syrup . 
Coffee - Coffee Tea 
Kidney Stew 3 


Boiled Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 
Lemon Snow with Custard 
Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


e Sausages 
Sauerkraut 
Canned Strawberries 
Jelly Roll 
Tea Cocoa 


Pongernst Soup 
“rackers 
Potato and Green Pepper Salad 
Prune Soufité 
Tea Cocoa 


Marconi and Cheese 
Bran Muffins 
Chilled Melon 

Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Pilchards on Toast 
Celery Curls 
Stewed Plums 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean Soup 
Mixed Vegetable Salad 
— Sauce 
Sookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Pear, Grape and Melon Salad 
Cheese Sticks 
Butterscotch Pecan Tarts 
Hot Chocolate 








DINNER 
Roast of Lamb 
Mint Jelly 
Mashed Potatoes 
Asparagus 
Cantaloupe and Ice Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Noodle Soup 
Cold Roast Lamb 
Potato Cakes Peas 
Caramel Cornstarch Pudding 
with Chopped Nuts 
Coffee Tea 


Steamed Salmon Loaf 
Egg Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Cole Slaw 
Deep Plum Pie 
Coffee Tea 








Stuffed Breast of Veal 
Baked Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Johnny Cake Syrup 
Coflee Tea 


Breaded Pork Tenderloin 


Mashed Sweet Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Fruit Tapioca 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 





Pan-broiled Fresh Herring 
French-fried Potatoes 
Scalloped Eggplant 
Spanish Cream with Peaches 
Coffee Tea 





Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Cauliflower 
Cottage Pudding 
Brown Sugar Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
eceaencnesieeaEIAE 


Julienne Soup 
Cold Roast Beef 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Squash 
Chocolate Pie, Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Fried Ham and Eggs 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Celery 

Apple Crisp 

Coffee Tea 





Hot Meat Loaf 
Brown Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes Turnips 
Baked Indian Pudding 
Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 





Dressed Heart 
Creamed Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 
Fresh Fruit Cup 
Iced Cake 
Coffee Tea 





Steak and Kidney Pie 
Vegetable Marrow 
Baked Tomatoes 
Coffee Jelly Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 





Fried Halibut Steaks 


Mashed Potatoes Peas 
Baked Cocoanut Custard 
Coffee Tea 


Shoulder Lamb Chops 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Pumpkin Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Roast Chicken 
Candied Sweet Potatoes 
Creamed Cauliflower 
Lemon Sherbet Angel Cake 
Coffee Tea 


The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances Hucks 


are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month 
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Furnace Transformation! The old fashioned furnace 
that disfigured and cluttered the basement—and 
the modern heating unit and neat equipment. 
Photographs by courtesy Crane, Limited, Montreal. 





REMEMBER THE resolution you made 
last winter, that you would have the old 
furnace repaired or replaced this summer? 
And now, when you're starting to cart the 
lawnmower and garden tools to the cellar, 
you find the same dusty old coal-eater 
staring reprovingly at you! Well, it’s not 
too late. But very soon now the daily 
grind of furnace tending the monthly 
wrestling with fuel bills will be with us, so 
we must act quickly. And despite Mark 
Twain’s remark that everyone complains 
about the weather but no one seems to do 
anything about it, something can be done 
about keeping our homes more comfort- 
ably warm in winter. And a great deal can 
be done about cutting down our fuel costs 
in the process. 

People too often feel that they cannot 
afford to do anything to the heating plant 
just now. Some day, perhaps, when that 
new house is built a modern heating plant 
will be installed. This is the very height of 
false economy; you are paying right now, 
in the fuel wastage of an inefficient old 
furnace, as much as or more than it would 
cost to replace it by a modern one. Can 
you afford not to? It’s not a question of 
spending more money, but of spending the 
same money more wisely. And having a 
vastly more comfortable house for the 
same outlay. Proper insulation and a 
modern heating plant will keep the heat 
where it belongs. The Dominion Govern- 
ment’s Home Improvement Plan _ will 
supply the capital, and the interest and 
repayment charged for such a loan will 
probably be considerably less than the cost 
of the wasted fuel. 





Modern Furnace Equipment 
and Insulation keep out the 


cold and save fuel bills. 


by 


Richard A. Fisher, 
B.Arch., M.R.A.I.C. 


Everyone is familiar with the 
noisier and more spectacular ad- 
vances that science has made 
within the past decade or so—the 
short-wave radio, the long-dis- 
tance airplane, etc. Just as great 
advances have been made in the 
quieter but more personally im- 
portant matter of domestic heat- 
ing. Whatever type of heating or 
kind of fuel you use, the modern 
furnace is a vastly more efficient 
machine than the old-fashioned 
one which was installed when the 
majority of houses now in use 
were built. Why not have a good 
heating contractor inspect your 
present plant, and give you an 
estimate on the installation of one 
of the efficient furnaces of today? 
The cost will not be great, and if 
the fuel saving is applied to the 
repayment of a Home Improve- 
ment Loan, your present heating 
budget need not be increased. 

If you are considering a hot 
water boiler, be sure that the 
“water area” is as great as 
possible, so that the heat has a 
chance to be absorbed by the 
water before going up the chimney. 
And whether the boiler is new or 
old, it should certainly be covered 
with one of the excellent insulating 
covering materials obtainable from 
several Canadian manufacturers. 
So should the exposed piping on 
the basement ceiling. You will never see a 
big commercial heating installation with- 
out proper boiler and pipe covering. They 
have to work to a rigid budget and simply 
cannot afford to leave it off. Its savings 
are as noticeable on the smallest furnace, 

If your house is heated with hot air, a 
circulating fan added to your present 
equipment will increase the economy of its 
operation. There is a variety of types on 
the market, several of which filter and 
humidify the air as well as circulate it, 
giving many of the features of the most 
modern air-conditioning installations. In 
addition, a circulating fan will correct 
the “‘unevenness”’ of many hot-air systems, 
giving an even, balanced heat in all parts 
of the house. 

A word about oil-burning equipment. 
Until the recent development of oil 
burning furnaces, the inefficient ofd coal 
furnaces to which oil burners were attached 
sent so much of the heat up the chimney 
that the wonderful carefree benefits of oil 
burning were confined to the fortunate few 
to whom fuel costs meant little. But the 
modern oil furnace has corrected all that. 
It can be operated as economically as any 
solid fuel installation, and while the first 
cost may seem a little high, the economy 
of operation will soon restore the heating 
budget to normal. Should you decide to 
sell your house, its resale value will have 
increased by a far greater sum than you 
expended to buy this most modern type of 
heating equipment. And think of the 
delightful playroom you can create in the 
very room occupied by one of these trim 
new furnaces. 
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Crane ‘‘Convection’’ radiators give radiant 
plus ‘‘convected"’ or circulating heat, assuring 
evem room temperature’ and maximum comfort. 


Ordinary radiators give radiant or “‘straight- 
line’ heat only — resulting in wneven room 
temperatures... in undesirable ‘‘cold spots’’. 





Crane ‘‘Convection’’ radiators occupy 1/5 less These radiators can be used enclosed in 


the modern manner (as illustrated above) 


space than ordinary radiators of the same ‘ : $ al 
without any sacrifice of heating efficiency. 


heating capacity — another desirable feature. 


Whether you are modernizing your present home or 
building a new one, it will pay you to insist on CRANE 
heating materials. Only Crane offers the patented 
radiator shown above, which ends the “cold spots” in 
your rooms. 


Crane furnaces, home-owners tell us, definitely save 
money. Fuel bills have been cut as much as 1/3 with a 
Crane furnace.* 


Ask your plumber about the complete Crane line of 
heating materials. It’s your assurance of economical 
heating and a comfortable home. 


Crane Limited, : 
1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal. C-8 \ 
Gentlemen:— ' 
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ture on the subjects I have checked: {_] Heating System; 4 
! 

i 

1 

' 
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["] Bathroom ; [-] Laundry ; ee Modern Kitchen ; CT 1 con- 
1 ‘template making my present home like new; [-] Building a 
' new one. 

' 

! 

© BEGIN cc ctccdnvccscdcviccvensscccscepeuesoesesadonesas 
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*Testimonials to this effect 
are on file at Crane 
Limited, Montreal, and 
may be inspected by any 
responsible party, 


Branches in 18 cities 
in Canada 
and Newfoundland 


Crane Limited 
1170 Beaver Hall Square 
Montreal 
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6 MONTHS TO 5 YEARS 
TO PAY FOR HOME 
IMPROVEMENTS UNDER 


the HOME 
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IMPROVEMENT PLAN 


(The cost of this series of advertisements spon- 
sored by the National Employment Commission, bas 
been defrayed entirely by public-spirited concerns 
and individuals as a contribution towards that 
"'Nation-wide co-operative effort’’ envisaged by the 
Parliament of Canada in the National Employment 
Commission Act.) 





Here is magic that is open to any home 
owner: magic that brings comfort and 
convenience ; magic that protects property 
and adds to its life and value; magic that 
creates jobs for men who need them. You, 
too, can put it to work as thousands of 
other home owners have done. 


Re-facing and paint will work a miracle 
on the house exterior. A new roof is al- 
ways a sound investment, while the com- 
fort and economy of insulation and a 
modern heating system cannot be meas- 
ured in mere words. Or you can have a 

lanned kitchen, a fireplace, new plumb- 
ing or wiring, an extra room in basement 
or attic or a heated garage — any of 


which will fit into your budget with sur- 
prising ease. 


LOANS EASILY ARRANGED 


Any contractor, supply firm or architect can 
help you arrange a Home Improvement Plan 
Loan if you need it to finance the work for you, 
or you can apply direct to your banker. No se- 
curity or cndorsement needed: you simply 
show that you can repay in monthly instal- 
ments and the loan is made, the work pro- 
ceeds, your home is made brighter and more 
livable and men get needed jobs. 


Full information on the Home Improvement 
Plan and what it covers may be obtained from 
your local committee, your Provincial Chair- 
man, your bank or the National Employment 
Commission, Ottawa. 


NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT COMMISSION 


UNDER THE AUTHORITY OF THE DOMINION GOVERNMENT 
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% You know what a foot- 
tiring, back-breaking job 
ironing is! Yet you can 
keep it up for an hour on 
the energy you get from 
2 slices of your baker’s 
good white bread—cost- 
ing less than 1¢! No other 
food supplies so much 
energy at such low cost. 
Make bread a part of 
every meal—eat at least 
six slices every day! 
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YOU CAN DO AN HOUR'S IRONING ON 






5 in 
ROM 1 


To Reduce Safely 
eat 8 az t: A D i 


Bread is not practically all starch, as 
some people believe. It is an almost 
ideal combination of energy - giving 
carbohydrate and especially effective 
proteins that help burn up fat. If you 
are reducing, don’t give up bread. It 
is an important safety factor in your 
diet. You need bread for strength and 
energy. 
























= 2 Slices 
of Bread 


Bread ts your best and cheapest 
energy food. Diet authorities 
advise AT LEAST 6 SLICES EVERY DAY 


O you tire easily ? Feel weak and let down 
during the day ... completely worn out when 
evening comes? 

Your trouble may be simply that you are not 
eating enough bread! 

Bread — more than any other food — gives you the 
energy you need to carry you through the day. Not 
just spasmodic energy, either—a spurt here and 
there ... but a steady flow that keeps you going 
hour after hour. 

Eat at least two slices of bread with every meal— 
to renew your endurance and vitality. You’ll havea 
lot more strength and pep—for work and play! 








Children Need Bread for Energy and Growth 


Bread is one of the two most important foods for 
children’s diets. Their active bodies need its rich 
store of energy . . . their muscles need its valuable 
proteins for firm, healthy growth. And bread is 
nearly 100% digestible. 
Makebreadthefoundationofyour 
family’s good health. Serve it at 
every meal—at least 6 slices a day 
for each member of the family. 








Buy bread from your baker. 
With his trained skill and 

scientific equipment, he 
makes the finest bread 
that can be produced @ 
—wholesome, nour- : 


: Ww : 
ishing and delicious , ati 


in flavor. eno 


A tascinating book. Tells, In plain 
words, startling new scientific 
discoveries about bread. Valuable 
for planning economical meals, 
diets for children, reducing, etc. 
= ov 








FREES 


hae a BRANDS LIMITED 
_ Fraser Avenue & Liberty Street, Toronto 2, Ont. 


Please send my free copy of the new hook, = 
“What do you really know about bread?” = 









Name 
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“What an effective ceiling,” said 
Miss Bess McDermand, Superin- 
tendent of Women's Institutes for 
Ontario, who paid us a visit and 
admired our modernized kitchens. 


"A restful and efficient looking 

background,” said Mr. B. W. 

Keightley, when visiting our kit- 

chens. Mr. Keightley is examining 

the smooth hard finish which makes 

for ease of cleaning and attrac- 
tiveness. 


Manufacturers of modern kitchen 

equipment are represented by Mr. 

D. Beach, one of our out-of-town 

quests this month. Mr. Beach is a 

member of Beach Foundry Limited, 
Ottawa, 
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Mrs. Mclean and Mrs. Ward, 
Home Economists from Moffats 
Limited, have a cup of tea with 
us. They liked our kitchens but 
didn't say a word about the tea! 
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Miss Edith Coombes, Home Econo- 
mist for the Canadian Westing- 
house Company, admires the 
arrangement of work centres in 
our kitchen. 
Chatelaine Institute was honored 
by a visit from Miss Violet Ryley, 
Supervisor for Eaton's restaurants 
in Toronto, Montreal and Hamil- 
ton, who is an expert in planning 
kitchens for food service. 





Miss Olive R. Cruikshank, Director 
of Household Science at Macdon- 
ald Institute, O.A.C., has recently 
equipped a new foods laboratory 
and consulted with the Institute 
on desirable features. 









PR RO ck 
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Mrs. Mary Barrett sees many kit- 
chens in her work as Home 
Economist for Canadian General 
Electric. She commented on the 
arrangement for ample light at all 
work centres. 
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Flow to Marry on Eighteen Dollars | 


a Week (and Like It) 


Here’s how one Canadian has worked 


out a plan of living for those who feel 


they haven’t enough money to wed 


CAN CANADIAN people marry and 
live happily on eighteen dollars a week? 
Yes, says Angus Buchanan, Community 
Secretary of the Windsor Y.M.C.A. And 
he has drawn up the “Miracle Budget”’ 
which follows to prove it. More than a 
thousand young people have requested the 
budget, and a lot of them are working it 
out successfully. 

It all began three years ago when 
Ontario young people’s groups commenced 
a study of youth problems. One of the 
main great questions was how to help the 
many young people in their twenties, some 
of them engaged two, three and four years, 
who couldn’t afford to marry. The Ontario 
Young Men’s Council of the Y.M.C.A. 
went into the problems of home-making 
and marriage especially. They decided 
that a couple who had been adequately 
financed up to the time of their marriage, 
who had sufficient money to equip a modest 
little home, and a year’s wardrobe each, 
could live happily on eighteen dollars a 
week. They also agreed that any hoped- 
for addition to the family during the first 
year would have to be provided for 
financially before marriage. 

Here’s the budget that will turn the 
trick and Mr. Buchanan’s explanation 
of it. 

This Budget is for the use of those 


¢ 


couples who believe happiness in life 
comes from education, friends, courtship 
and marriage, a home life, advancement in 
one’s work, and sharing responsibility. 

It will work only through definite 
planning in days of courtship and in 
marriage. 

“Education” is taken to mean the use 
of every opportunity to advance in one’s 
work—using the local educational institu- 
tion, taking a course by correspondence, or 
university extension courses to increase 
earning power. 

The budget is subject to change accord- 
ing to the actual conditions in the com- 
munity (urban or suburban). The best use 
of leisure time in suburban communities 
will produce added income by the use of 
vacant land for growing vegetables. This 
applies in outlying districts of urban 
centres as well. 

Rent is a matter of choice—if an apart- 
ment is desired, rather than the sharing 
of a home with others, then savings must 
be made to take care of the extra rent. 

Table supplies must provide for enter- 
tainment of friends, parties, etc. 

The clothes account will vary according 
to the wife’s skill with a needle. 

Medical service takes care of individual 
physical examination and $8.00 a year for 
incidentals. 





Bathroom 
Commissariat Flat Annual Apartment Annual 
Monthly Budget Monthly 
WOR ices 5 or hostp aces Awe $15.00 $180.00 $25.00 $300.00 
Te ccs os reste 22.03 264.36 18.00 216.00 
CABte SEERA) go oence ccs ose 13.00 156.00 9.00 108.00 
Carfare 4.25 51.00 3.25 39.00 
MR aw ck on Aceh canta tab ae Supplied deeb aad 1.25 15.00 
cca s,s an eene 1.10 13.20 
Insurance ($2,000, 20 Yrs.)... . 5.00 60.00 5.00 60.00 
Medical Service (Incidentals) .. . 1.50 18.00 1.50 18.C0 
RR io ins Sik ots ta saree: Ke 30 3.60 30 3.60 
Magazines (Daily and weekly 
papers) eetacitey sss ne. 6 3.00 36.00 2.00 24.00 
Education (with view to ad- 

vancement, increased earning 

WN en as ss oe bu se x8 4.00 48.00 4.00 48.00 
Entertainment (Concerts, 

CORRE, OEE go) act 5 acters 2.00 24.00 2.00 24.00 
Home entertainment (Extras)... 1.50 18.00 1.50 18.00 
Church Peas 1.00 12.00 1.00 12.00 

$72.58 $870.96 $74.90 $898.80 
Table Supplies Budgeted Clothes Budgeted on an 
for the Month Annual Basis 
Milk... Be $ 2.10 Snes ee tere. od ce 
Coffee 40 RN a Nar ra oo 18.00 
Tie... 38 eet Ae see he Kd oe oh, 25.00 
Bread FA hes ac 2.70 IN cS ey ge eee an og 3.00 
NK Se Eo er 4.50 RO es ee an 6.50 
RD aS costs sabesike | 50 eS Ne ae tantae on 9.00 
RRS 5 aakias sus 2.25 Be ee Soe 8.50 
Bacon oe argh oh ak 70 BERR 2. a aitks Cate 8.00 
I oaks ea Raat s phat whack 2.00 CR atc Cbs enh cae 50.00 
Vegetables STEP A re 3.00 ns ok pace we teah 6.00 
EE Fs had ttc aun oe 1.50 OR ee recs chee 4.00 
RN aie vay 9) da he ah Seae te es 2.00 UR etre aa iitce ae’ tac 3.00 
$22.03 $156.00 
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“What in 
the world 
are we 
going to 
do with it, 
Mary?” 
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"‘Downright 
magic! Why 
Bob, it's like 
a new house. 
And those 
shingles 
can’t burn or 
wear out.” 
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IT’S TRUE! THIS IS THE SAME HOUSE 


@ New sidewalls: J-M Cedargrain Asbestos 
Shingles. Charming as finest weathered 
wood. Fireproof. Cannot rot, curl or split; 
permanent as stone. New roof: J-M Asbes- 
tos Roofing Shingles. Strikingly handsome. 
Fireproof. Timeproof. Unaffected by ice 
and snow. 


* you'd like to bring your home 
up-to-date in appearance, con- 
venience and comfort, but don’t know 
where to start, what to do, how to do 
it... then here’s the book you need— 
the 1937 edition of Johns-Manville’s 
famous book —‘“‘101 Practical Sug- 
gestions for Home Improvements.” 





MIRACLE IN THE KITCHEN 


@Once shabby, gloomy —now bright, 
cheerful, modern. The walls: J-M 
Asbestos Flexboard in both the tile 
design and unscored color panels, 
applied right over the old walls. 
A quick remodeling job; an easy, 
inexpensive one. 


This book tells you—and shows you, 
too, in dozens of fascinating pictures 
(some in beautiful full color)—just how 
to transform an old-fashioned living 
room, put an extra room in the attic, 
make over a bathroom or kitchen, put 
on a new roof or siding of wearproof as- 
bestos shingles, insulate your house 
against heat and cold. 


Dozens of practical ideas for low-cost 
remodelling. Also includes full informa- 
tion on financing home improvements 
with convenient monthly payments un- 
der the terms of the government spon- 
sored Home Improvement Plan. The 
book is FREE; mail the coupon. 


JOHNS- 
MANVILLE 


uy BUILDING MATERIALS 
SEND FOR THIS FREE “101 IDEA BOOK"! 





YEAR-ROUND COMFORT 


@® J-M Home Insulation in Ful-Thik 
Rock Wool ‘‘batts’’ for new houses 
—or ‘‘blown’”’ into walls of existing 
homes—helps prevent cold, drafty 
rooms in winter; keeps rooms up to 
15° cooler in hottest weather; cuts 
fuel bills up to 30%. 










Johns-Manville, Dept. 17-C, Toronto (6), Ont. 

I am planning to remodel my home. Send me the new 1937 
**101 Book,’’ FREE (-). I am especially interested in Home Insula- 
tion (). Insulating Boards for extra rooms 1). An Asbestos Shingle 
roof (). Cedargrain Asbestos Siding Shingles 0, 

















THE CHATELAINE (illustrated) 
New buffet design, with extra storage space 
for dishes. 

Oversize firebox ensures fast even baking 


and extra heatin ity. 
Porcelain enamel ing anid warming 


oven. 
All surfaces smooth and easily kept clean. 
Separate grates for coal and wood. 


SEVENTY years ago the first Findlay range introduced a 

new standard of cooking and heating comfort to Cana- 
dian housewives. Through the succeeding generations, 
each new Findlay model has kept that leadership. 


Today, Findlay ranges represent the very last word in 
design, efficiency and beauty. Richly enamelled in your 
choice of popular shades, with smart chromium fittings, 
these lovely ranges make kitchen dreams come true. 


There is a Findlay waiting for your kitchen. 


Write to Findlays Limited, Carleton Place, for descriptive 
booklets, and the name of your nearest Findlay dealer. 


Gs=,..9In 
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‘Keeping Food Fresh 


(Continued from page 69) 





brown sugar moist and fresh. 
CEREALS—tTheir own containers are 

designed for storing them satisfac- 

torily. Anything that keeps them 

away from dust and dampness is all 
they need. 

| LEFT-OVERS 

Egs Yolks—Three suggestions: Cook 
hard and use to decorate vegetables, 
meat loaves or salad molds. Or slip 
into a small bowl and cover with cold 
water. Or put in a bowl and use a 
tiny oiled silk cap over the top. 

Odds and Ends of Fish, Flesh and 

Fowl—The refrigerator is the place for 
them. Set them in covered refriger- 
ator dishes or other containers of 
suitable size. Or use bowls and fit 
waxed paper, oiled silk or an aluminum 
foil cap over the top. A baked ham, 
chicken carcass or roast can go on a 
plate or platter covered in the same 
way. 

Special Dishes such as Macaroni and 

Cheese, Scalloped Potatoes, Pud- 

dings, etc.—Keep cold and covered 
until their second appearance. 

Vegetables—Need the same protection 
to preserve their goodness. Left-over 
greens are refreshed in the crisping 
pan; cooked vegetables will keep well 
in covered dishes. 

Fruit—Cover the cut side of such fruits 
as orange or lemon with waxed paper; 
their own skin is protection enough 
for the rest of them. Left-over 
berries and other juicy fruits may be 
lightly sprinkled with sugar and kept 
covered. Or they may be sweetened 
and stewed before storing. Fruit 
juices from fresh or canned fruit spoil 
quickly in warm temperatures but 
keep well in cold. 

Cookies—Keep— if 
cookie jar. 

Pie Shells—Keep covered in a cool, 
dry place. Fill—and eat it all up! 





you can—in a 





The Stocking Story 


(Continued from page 43) 


taupe, pompadour, with your tweeds. 
Carmen is good with red. 

Try café clair with pine green, smoke- 
tone (looks like it sounds) with black and 
cedar with cinnamon shades. 

And clip out this size chart for your 
future buying—it’s styled for silk, so add a 
half size if you’re buying woollens. 


INFANTS’ 
Age Shoe Hose 
i ere Wiss sheeivenenveghe 4 
Se ye en 1-1% 
Bee GO ce vtcncosce 2-3 
2-2% yrs MEAL 2 hp bee es-cadaees 
CM tts Shay che peak 5%-6 
CHILDREN’S 

Age Shoe 
Ee WER 55 eawcdecidece Memes tds coehéueneés 

Pegek Gh kadts Xa hues 6-7 
ie, aid debe het Bo ae se 8-9 
cb tewiee cua ad baCe DS coh obo si0'ev ans 6 7 
Piso acbbesseseoess BERS 0d pwsss bh dbe 7% 





COAL AND WOOD RANGES, also ELECTRIC, GAS AND COMBINATION 
RANGES, WARM AIR HEATING SYSTEMS, AND AIR CONDITIONING. 





SHAM .iccccceee 9 BYeneT nncccccccces 0 
SB) cccccccccses OY | TYa-B on ccceeeees 10% 
De coscccctecne 0 842-9 ....6. 

ev cccceccecccees 10% | 94-10% ......--.1l% 
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Compare the vivid beauty, flawless 
quality and attractive prices of this 
classic new King’s Plate pattern- 
“Mayflower” Super-plated, hand burn- 
ished - made by masters of the craft. 

At all good stores. 


PRODUCT OF 


We NE MMi Tea 
Niagara Falls, Canada 


ALL CANADIAN OWNED AND OPERATED 


Superfine 


POWDER 


MAKES 


“Yeygsaureshh 


Youcan tell the min- 
ute you use it, that 
Snap Superfine Powder 
is different from any 
other cleanser. No 
scrubbing or hard 
rubbing—one easy 
sweep and every- 
thing is bright and 
shining. Soft and 
superfine in texture 
—cannol scratch or dull the finest surface. 
Wonderful for windows, 


mirrors, bath-tubs, sinks, 
and all household cleaning. 














MADE BY THE 
MAKERS OF SNAP 


THE GREAT HAND CLEANER 


More Delicious | 
Coffee and Tea: 


Make Coffee and Tea the CORY way — better and 
quicker than any other method. Economical too. The 
famous FAST-FLO FILTER extracts all the delightful 
fragrance and delicious flavour of the coffee or tea—no 
contact with metal—easy to clean and nothing to get 


out of order. 
CO a FAST-FLO 









FILTER 
for SPEED-ECONOM 


F R E £ Write for Booklet telling 
how to make better tea 

and coffee, 

PERCY HERMANT LIMITED, 

Dept.A TORONTO cy2 


ae 
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@ Joy and eager anticipation greet the arrival 
of each succeeding assortment of delicious Heinz 
home-recipe Soups. The door of the pantry swings 
wide open and up go the tins to the Heinz shelf. 
Always ready at a moment’s notice to lend verve 
and extra flavour to many a meal. 


Heinz Cream of Mushroom Soup is a favourite 
everywhere. Dainty white mushrooms, minced 
and sizzled in butter and their own juice. Then, 
sweet, thick cream and fragrant spices—all per- 
fectly timed in cooking by master chefs. That’s 
how Heinz Cream of Mushroom Soup is made. 

All of the Heinz Cream Soups are extra-savoury: 
Tomato, Asparagus, Onion, Green Pea, Celery, 
Spinach — made with real cream, soups to please 
every palate. There are lusty, heartening soups: 
Vegetable, Vegetable Beef, Ox Tail, Corn Chow- 
der, Consomme, Scotch Broth, Genuine Turtle, 
Bean Soup with Ham, and two dainty chicken 
soups, Chicken with Noodles and Chicken with 
Rice. All are ready to heat and serve without 
additions, without work. 


To mother, Heinz Soups mean hours of time 
saved because they’re really ready to heat and 
serve. They mean more harmonious meals be- 
cause there’s a kind to match every food ensemble. 
They entice and satisfy appetite because they’re 
rich in natural flavour, kept in by Heinz home- 
style methods of cooking. Try a Heinz Soup soon 
— they’re the favourite soups of millions. 

The Heinz 100-page book of salads and meat recipes 


belongs in every home. Modern, interesting recipes for salads 
and dressings; canapés and sandwiches; meats, 


fish and fowl. Send 25 cents (or only 10 cents with 
labels from three tins of Heinz Soups.) Address 
H. J. Heinz Company, Dept. C-77. Toronto, Ont. 














* e e , 
“LA FLEUR”... fresh as romance itself . .. youthful and lovely 
as tomorrow's bride .. . Beauty holds sway in this new, exquisite 
Tudor Plate design with its styling that is all today. Delicately 
ornate (as modern styling decrees) . . . delightfully feminine 
.-- La Fleur” has all that charm and grace to create the perfect 
table setting. Make your dream table come true! Tudor Plate 
is now offered in complete services that begin as low as $16.75. 
Shielded with an extra overlay of pure silver at the wearing 


points . . . and unconditionally guaranteed . . . “La Fleur” is 
yours to inspect and admire at your nearest silverware dealer's. 


TUDOR PLATE 


SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER 
* To introduce the loveliness of “La 5 

Fleur”, your silverware dealer is now 

offering a set of four “La Fleur” salad 

forks in a smart gift box at the special 

low price of . .. . 
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Dinner’s in the Oven 


(Continued from page 66} 





oven according to instructions in Menu 1 

and set the control back to 375-400 deg. 
Fahr. While dinner is cooking, set the 
table, put serving dishes and plates in the 
warming oven. Measure the beverage. 

Serve the ham slices and the stuffed 
peppers together on a large warm platter. 
Serve the carrots in the casserole in which 
they were baked. 

The pie may be served at the table in 
the plate in which it was made, or cut and 
served from the kitchen. 


MENU 3 


Savory Steak 
Casserole of Rice and Tomatoes 
Baked Beets 
Lemon Cottage Pudding with Blueberry 
Sauce 
Beverage 
(114 Hours at 350 deg. Fahr.) 


Advance Preparation 


Precook the rice and drain. Scrub the 
beets. Prepare the fruit for the pudding 
and place in the baking dish ready for the 
batter. 


At Dinner Time 


Prepare the steak according to recipe. 
Combine ingredients for the rice dish 
according to the recipe. 

Arrange the beets in a casserole, sprinkle 
with salt and pepper, add about one-half 
cupful of water and cover tightly. 

Arrange the three prepared dishes in the 
oven with the meat at the back on one 
shelf and the beets at the back on the 
other, as these should not require attention 
during the cooking. 

Mix the pudding according to the 
recipe and place in the oven 35 to 40 
minutes before the dinner hour. 

Make extra pudding sauce, if desired. 
(See recipe) 

Set the table, put serving dishes and 
plates in warming oven and measure 
beverage. Remove tops, ends and skins 
from the cooked beets, chop or slice, add 
butter, reheat and serve in warmed entrée 
dish. Serve the steak, with gravy from the 
pan on a warmed platter (it may be cut in 
servings in the kitchen or at the table). 
Garnish with parsley. 

The rice is served in the casserole in 
which it was baked. 

The pudding may be turned out on a 
warmed plate and served in the kitchen 
or at the table. Additional sauce may 
be passed if desired. 


RECIPES FOR DISHES IN MENU | 
Hamburg Cakes Wrapped in Bacon 


11% Pounds of minced round 
steak 
1 Teaspoonful of salt 
Pepper 
1 Tablespoonful of finely 
chopped onion 
1 Teaspoonful of chopped 
parsley 


Combine the steak with the salt, pepper, 
onion and parsley, mix well and shape into 
flat cakes about three quarters of an inch 
thick. Wrap each one in a piece of break- 
fast bacon from which the rind has been 
cut, and secure the bacon with a toothpick. 
Bake in a hot oven—400 to 425 deg. Fahr. 

until the bacon is crisp and the meat 
thoroughly cooked (about 20 minutes). 


CHATELAINE, OCTOBER, 1937 
Casserole of Potatoes 


3 Cupfuls of hot, mashed or 
riced potatoes 
3 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
14 Cupful of hot, rich milk 
Salt and pepper to taste 
1 Egg or 2 Yolks (beaten) 


Add the butter, hot milk and seasonings 
to the mashed potatoes and beat until well 
mixed. Combine with the beaten egg and 
turn into a greased casserole. Cover tightly 
to store until needed. Before cooking 
remove the cover. dot the surface with 
bits of butter, then bake in a hot oven 

400 to 425 deg. Fahr.—-until heated 
through and nicely browned on top. 


Fruit Shortcake 


Make a rich biscuit dough and roll or 
pat into two rounds about two thirds of an 
inch in thickness. Brush the top of one 
round with melted butter and place the 
other round on top. Bake in a hot oven 
400 to 425 deg. Fahr.—for about 20 
minutes or until nicely browned. Split and 
butter while warm. Just before serving 
put prepared fresh fruit between the layers 
and on top. Garnish with sweetened and 
flavored whipped cream. 


RECIPES FOR DISHES IN MENU 2 
Baked Ham Slices 


Select slices of boned, cured ham, one- 
half inch thick, and rub mixed mustard 
into both sides of each slice, after removing 
the rind and excess fat. Finely chop the 
fat which has been removed and sprinkle 
over the surface of the slices. Place in a 
baking pan and cook in a moderately hot 
oven—375 to 400 deg. Fahr.—until tender 
(45 to 60 minutes). 


Plum Pie 


314 Cupfuls of stoned, halved 

plums 

2 Tablespoonfuls of quick 
tapioca 

1 Cupful of sugar (more or 
less, depending on the 
sweetness of the fruit) 

Plain pastry 


Select ripe, red or blue plums, wash, cut 
in halves and remove the stones. Combine 
with the tapioca and the sugar and allow 
to stand for 10 or 15 minutes. Line a pie 
plate with pastry, fill with the prepared 
fruit mixture and cover with pastry. Place 
in a hot oven—425 deg. Fahr.—-reduce the 
heat to 375-400 deg. Fahr., and bake 
until the pastry is browned and the fruit 
tender (about 45 minutes). 


RECIPES FOR DISHES IN MENU 3 
Savory Steak 


About 2 Pounds of round steak 
(1 inch thick) 
Flour 
3 or 4 Slices of bacon or a piece of 
salt pork 
1% Teaspoonful of salt 
Pepper 
114 Cupfuls of hot water 
14 Teaspoonful of mixed 
mustard 
1 to 2 Tablespoonfuls of spicy 
condiment sauce 
1 Onion 


Wipe the steak and into it pound as 
much flour as it will hold. Fry the bacon 
or pork and brown the steak on both sides 
in the fat. Sprinkle with the salt and 
pepper and over the meat pour the hot 
water which has been mixed with the 
mustard and condiment sauce. Add the 
onion, peeled and thinly sliced, cover the 
pan tightly and cook in a moderate oven 

350 deg. Fahr.—until the steak is tender 
(about 11% hours). 


{Continued on page 80} 
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How to Get “‘on the Air” 


~ 
7 
/ 


Continued from page 5 





you have never taken singing lessons but 
have an urge to dance around the room and 
sing in a queer, rhythmic way when you 
listen to orchestras like Luigi Romanelli’s 
or Horace Lapp’s, it is possible you are 
what is called a ‘‘natural.”’ If an audition 
shows that you are one of those rare people 
who have taught themselves to sing like 
that without knowing how or why, your 
future as a radio artist is pretty well 
assured. 

Fortunately the radio audience likes to 


variety show, even with a dance orchestra. 
With this type of voice you will need 
competent instruction in singing before 
you can hope to get on the air. 

Contraltos are divided into two classes 
the personality singer and the singer of 
concert songs. Occasionally a contralto 
can do both, but as a general rule it is 
better to concentrate on one or the other; 
though the conservatory graduate is often 
a pleasing interpreter of ballads and old- 
fashioned songs. From the standpoint of 
engagements on the air the deep-voiced 
singer of the inspirations of Tin Pan Alley 
is more fortunate than the highbrow 
artist; and unless you really enjoy doing 
that sort of thing you will be sensible to 
leave it alone. 

Remember, whatever you do, you don’t 
matter—your message is all that counts. 
That message may have been written by 
Victor Herbert, Mozart or Irving Berlin— 
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hear the high, clear notes of a soprano on that doesn’t matter either. Your job is to 
almost any program—concert music, give of your best to the radio audience. 


The Autumn Bridal Path 


They're marching down the aisle in the new molded silhouette 
this autumn. Here's a bride in traditional white satin designed 
with the draped and fitted waistline and a modish front full- 


ness. Neck and sleeves are simple and tight. The headdress 





(of Flemish inspiration) rises to new heights because height is so 
important in millinery styles this season. It is an original import 


from Lily Daché, who also designed the floating clouds of tulle 





which are the veil. | 





Read what 
THE SANDMAN says about 


RICE KRISPIES 


We asKED The Sandman to say a few words : 
| about Kellogg’s Rice Krispies. And here’s the 
statement he gave us: 


Orange and green taffetas shot with gold give the autumn 


feeling to the bridesmaids’ outfits, while papillon sleeves and 


a heart-shaped neckline follow the new style note set by the 

draped bodice. Their Lily Daché hats from New York show the 

Directoire influence in their uplifted brims — and their 1938 | 
interpretations of the Victorian mitt matches the stitched velvet 
of their hats. 


4 ee 


“I’ve noticed that children sleep soundly 
after a supper of delicious, ready-to-serve Rice 
Krispies. Those tasty bubbles of toasted rice are 4 
so light, wholesome, and easy to digest that I 
recommend them as a bedtime dish for little 
folks! And grown-ups too! You can quote that!” 


Thanks, Mr. Sandman. But you forgot to 
mention the Mother Goose stories printed on the 
back of every package. How children love them! 






Rice Krispies are sold by all grocers. The 
WAXTITE inner bag keeps them oven-fresh. Made 
by Kellogg in London, Ontario. 


$O CRISP 


they crackle 
in milk 
or cream 





pees 


—Phetegraph and medele by courtesy The Robert Simpson Cou Toronto ' 
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(ALWAYS TRUTHFULLY ADVERTISED) 


look upon, delicious to taste, healthful 
to eat—easy to make—what more can a 
good cook (expert or beginner) want, 
to please family or guest. 

So here, lest you forget, is the “how- 
to-make-it” for that luncheon or dinner 


favorite: 
PERFECTION SALAD 
(6 Servings—uses only 144 package) 
1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
14 cup cold water 1 cup hot water 
A cup mild vinegar V% cup sugar 
1 tablespoonful lemon juice 
1/4 teaspoonful salt 
¥/, cup cabbage, finely shredded 
1 cup celery, cut in small pieces 
1 pimiento, cut in small pieces, or 
lespoonfuls 


2 tabi sweet 


or green peppers 
Soak gelatine in cold water about five minutes. 
Add sugar, salt and hot water, and stir until 
dissolved. Add vinegar and lemon juice. Cool, 
and when mixture ms to stiffen, add re- 
maining ingredients. Turn into mold that has 
been ri in cold water and chill. To serve, 
remove from mold to bed of lettuce leaves or 


B 


ive, and garnish with mayonnaise dressing. 
cut salad in cubes, and serve in cases made 
red or green peppers, or turn into individual 
ids lined with canned pimientos. 

There are 4 envelopes of gelatine in every 
kage of Knox. 

It’s PLAIN—has the greatest variety of uses. 
It’s PURE—a Knox tradition for 2 generations. 


KNOX ‘.<; GELATINE 


BBS° 


As we rush from meal to meal, it is so 
easy to forget even so grand a favorite 
of Canadian tables as Mrs. Knox’s 
famous Perfection Salad. Delightful to 

i 

i 

i 

& 

a 

a 

a 

: 

Pe 


KNOX GELATINE, Dept. C 
140 St. Paul St. W., Montreal 

Please send me FREE Mrs. Knox's book, 
“Desserts, Salads, Candies and Frozen Dishes”. 


TG i cetec 


} 
| 
| 
| 


Address. 





City viel ieee 









After the rubber, 
Paris Paté sand- 
wiches are always 
trump! Their ‘de- 
licious piquancy 
adds interest to 
the retreshment 
interlude. 







eo aed 


= Vega: 
iy YORKE 


“IMaPV bR 
WITS 13 


> furry tlin 
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Cleans and Polishes 
-» Furniture, Pianos and all 
Fine Finishes 


For sale at Drug and Hardware Stores 





. 





==man==BE SURE TO MAIL THIS COUPON....... 
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Casserole of Rice and Tomatoes 


1 Tablespoonful of fat 
1 Tablespoonful of finely 
chopped onion 


# 14 Cupful of finely choppd 


celery 
1 Can of tomato soup (diluted) 
Salt and pepper 
3 Cupfuls of partly cooked rice 


Add the chopped onion and celery to the 
melted fat and cook until lightly browned. 
Add the diluted tomato soup, season to 
taste with salt and pepper and simmer 
until the celery is tender. Place the cooked 
rice in a well-buttered casserole and pour 
the tomato sauce over it. Bake in a 
moderate oven—350 deg. Fahr.—until the 
rice is tender, adding more liquid if 
necessary during the cooking. 

Lemon Cottage Pudding 
With Blueberry Sauce 
14 Cupful of butter or other 
shortening 
24 Cupful of granulated sugar 
1 Egg 
134 Cupfuls of sifted flour 
1 Tablespoonful of baking 
powder 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
4 Cupful of milk 
Grated rind of 1 lemon 
Blueberries (fresh or canned) 


Cream the shortening, add the sugar 
gradually and continue creaming until the | 
mixture is light and fluffy. Add the beaten | 
egg and combine well. Measure the sifted 
flour and sift again with the baking powder 
and salt. Add these dry ingredients alter- 
nately with the milk to the first mixture. 
Add the lemon rind and beat the mixture 
well. In the bottom of a buttered loaf pan 
arrange a layer of blueberries (fresh ones 
mixed with sugar, or canned ones from 
which the juice has been drained). Over 
this pour the batter and bake in a moder- 
ate oven—350 deg. Fahr.—for 35 to 40 
minutes. Turn out onto a serving dish and 
serve with cream or with sauce made as 
follows from the blueberry juice: 


Blueberry Sauce 


1 Cupful of blueberry juice 
¥4 Tablespoonful of cornstarch 
1 Tablespoonful of cold water 
14 Cupful of berries 
Lemon juice 


Heat the blueberry juice. Mix the corn- 
starch to a paste with the cold water and 
combine with the hot fruit syrup. Cook, 
stirring constantly until the mixture 
thickens, and continue cooking until there 
is no taste of uncooked starch. Add the 
berries and lemon juice to taste and 
serve hot. 





We May 


Have Snow 





DROUGHT ! 





October makes you think of things like 
that. And like these. Two new Paris rea- 
sons which make women accept and even 
welcome the cold weather. The top one 
is ideal for fall days—football games and 
all that. It's cut to just below the waist- 
line, straight hanging and tailored, and 
with the very smartly tailored narrow 
lapel collar. Below is the three-quarter 
length in the modified swing version of 
1937—gracefully full yet not too swagger. 
The chain clasps are very tricky. The hats 
are winter models from Paris, too 


What does it mean to the women living in the dried-out areas of the 
west? How do they endure it? What does the continued struggle 
do to their minds and hearts and health? 


Edna Jaques, noted Canadian lecturer and poetess, tells you. 
Written from her own experience, it is an unforgettable story. 


IN THE NOVEMBER CHATELAINE 
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Super-Soup G 


when you add 
a few drops LS 


of forvio? 


THE ADDED TOUCH THAT MEANS SO MUCH 













Have MORE Clothes... 
SAVE Money . . . EARN 


RIGHT athome...inspare time... 
through fascinating easy lessons... 
you can now!learn all the professional 
secrets of designing and making the 
smart new fashions. You can COPY 
any design you see... ata THIRD 
or a HALF its cost in the shops. 


Earn Money In Dressmaking 
and Designing 

The new fashions and higher prices 
of clothes have created a big demand 
for dressmakers, You can easily earn 
money at home or have a SPLENDID 
; INCOME in asmartshop of your own, 
te PROVE TO YOURSELF how easily 
i YOU can learn by this fascinating 
z os method. Mail the coupon for full in- 

— formation and Free Sample Lesson. 


’ 

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
(Canada) Limited, Dept. C-253, Montreal 

Without obligati s 
ances ookies aE sac! Ml talormetion 
C How to Make Smart Clothes for Myself 
C Hew to Become a Professional Dressmaker 
D Advanced Dressmaking and Designing 
C) Foods and Cookery C) Tea Room Management 


ame.... 
(PI 


Pa acscntnnsatiinntudduacetss dginesdsose cca 
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Put Back the Clock 


(Continued from page | 1) 





secretary, the knowledge of a waiting 
customer. “By Jove!” he repeated. ‘‘I'll 
do it.”” He rang the buzzer. 

He endured Miss Jones’ reproach: 
“Mr. Crutchfield has gone.”’ 

**Good.”’ 

She looked at him sharply. He had an 
idea she could almost read his mind, better 
at times than himself, even as she could 
decipher his most fly-blown scrawl. 

‘Miss Jones,” he said. “‘You will please 
see that roses are sent—red roses---"’ He 
broke off. ‘“‘No, never mind. I'll see to it 
myself.” 


HE PUT on hat and coat and went out. 
There had been a time when no secretary 
would have been allowed to handle such a 
commission. 

It struck him that many a day had 
passed since he had entered a florist’s, yet 
he had a standing order for flowers every 
week-end. 

“Order what you fancy,” he’d told 
Myra “I'll attend to the bill.” 

He winced now. 

To such a regular customer the shop 
offered the homage of obsequious atten- 
tion. ‘“‘We’ve sent up the wedding bou- 
quets already, Mr. Cockran. The greatest 
care has been taken. 

He waved the words aside. He was sure 
it would all be very well handled. His eye 
was on a glass case containing long- 
stemmed deep-red roses. 

“Show me those!”’ he ordered. 

Luckily they had the very shade. He 
buried his nose in the blooms, and again 
redeemed the past. Seventeen! What an 
age to be; and sending flowers to your girl 
for the first time. “‘Miss Myra Challoner, 
14 Linquist Drive.”” He’d probably written 
it in a very schoolboy hand. Seventeen! 
Ah, well, it was something to recapture 
that, even for a moment or two. 

“You'll write a card, Mr. Cockran?” 

“Umm? Yes.” 

He stood at the small green table, 
writing the card, the address on the 
envelope, smiling to himself. He felt 
almost young again. When Myra got that 
note she’d understand that it had taken 
Josie’s wedding to knock the scales from 
his eyes. A little chuckle escaped him. He 
supposed he was throwing out the whole 
color scheme; no matter, Myra, thank 
heaven, wasn’t that kind. 

He remembered his calendar of appoint- 
ments and he asked for the telephone. 

‘Miss Jones, is there anyone to see me 
now?” 

“Mr. Crutchfield has come in again.” 

“Tell him I'll see him tomorrow. See 
how he takes it.” 

He waited, humming a fragment; feeling 
already like a boy on a holiday. 

Miss Jones’ voice trailed back: 

“Sorry, Mr. Cockran, but he says he 
must see you today.” 

“All right, tell him to cool his heels until 
I get there.” 

He hung up. 

“You'll send those roses right away?” 

“Yes, Mr. Cockran. Certain, sir!” 

The proprietor smiled him out. Heading 
back to the office he knew the cogs would 
catch him again. The prophecy was 
immediately fulfilled. He was immersed; 
sending out for a sandwich and a cup of 
coffee to stave off the lunch-hour hunger; 
the hands of the clock moving on. Half- 
past one. Two o'clock. Half-past two! 
Three o'clock. Ten past... 

He ran then for the elevator; fell into a 
taxi, and was whirled home. “‘In less than 
two hours now,” he thought, “Josie will be 
married.’’ His door opened to him by an 
alien in tails who decided to give him 
entrance. “Oh, you’re Mr. Cockran, sir. 


The ladies were asking if you’d arrived.” 

“Umph,”’ he grunted. 

He saw no one he knew; strange men 
and maids were busy about the place. He 
went on up, and heard the laughter of girls, 
a bit too high-pitched, and then doors shut 
in his path. He reached his own room. 
Half hesitantly, yet with eagerness not yet 
dampened, he knocked on Myra’s connect- 
ing door and went in. She was seated 
before her dressing table. 

“Oh, you’ve come!” she said. Her tone 
was natural, without reproach. 

“Got away as soon as I could. I say 
He was tongue-tied as a youngster, and his 
heart was beating fast. ‘‘Did—Murchisons 
send the flowers?” 

eee 

He waited; she said no more. He wanted 
to press the point, but instead closed the 
connecting door gently and stood at his 
own window looking out into the hazy 
sunlight of Josie’s wedding afternoon. 
After a time he decided that he must dress. 
He wondered if they would let him have a 
word with Josie, but was afraid to ask. 
No doubt they'd send for him when they 
wanted him. It was all out of his hands. 
He was an accessory after the fact. 

Other cogs took hold of him. Myra 
appeared. 

“Josie is ready!” she said. 

He stared at his wife. 

She had her corsage pinned on. It was 
the routine thing, some tawny sort of small 
roses and a froth of other things he could 
not name. 

He tried to speak, to salvage something, 
instead he repeated: 

“Josie is ready, eh? All right, let’s go.” 

Even Josie looked strange, very regal, a 
little flushed, paradoxically composed. She 
smiled at him. He offered her his arm, 
patting her hand as they sat in the taxi. He 
dissembled whenever she looked his way. 
He wouldn’t cloud her own day with his 
deep disappointment. Old fool, to think he 
could put the clock back. Things had gone 
too far. He saw that now. When you 
played a game for years, you couldn’t put 
back the men where you liked on the 
board, just with the touch of a finger, or 
because of an ache within you. 

He was glad Josie chose to be silent on 
the short drive. 


POLICEMEN kept the crowds back. 
Then, he and Josie were inside. There were 
last minute flutterings. They were em- 
barked down the aisle. Robert was looking 
around to see his bride come to him. A 
monotone of voices arose; the responses 
were low, but sure. It was over. They 
must sign the register. Josie was clinging 
to him, saying, ‘I’m so happy, daddy. 
Wasn't it all lovely?” 

“Lovely !”’ he told her. 

Myra was watching them. He could not 
quite get her eye. He wasn’t sure if he 
wanted to or not. 

Now came the quick flight, to trium- 
phant strains, out into the eye-blinding 
sunlight of the street, through crowds, 
treading down confetti; Myra accepting his 
arm, seated by him in the car, remote, pale, 
but lovely—never more so. They were 
home, receiving, relaxing a little at last as 
the guests moved and milled about, and 
the alien men and maids did dexterous 
things with salads and ices and coffee and 
punch. The moments hung; the moments 
rushed on—Josie had gone up to get on her 
travelling things. Conspiracies were afoot. 
John Cockran smiled, mingled, spoke when 
he must, was the bride’s father, in proper 
role. Rumor said Josie was almost ready. 
He stood near the foot of the stairs; the 
younger set elbowed him. Voices shouted: 
“Here they come!’”’ A rush, a whirl, a 
pandemonium. ‘Good-by, Josie! Good- 
by, Robert!” They were away. He had 
managed to get a kiss from her. 

He saw Myra standing at the door. She 
was waving and waving something in her 
hand, a smile on her lips that slowly died. 
He saw it was a table napkin she was 
waving. She seemed surprised to find it in 
her hand. The babel rose, subsided; the 
guests began to dribble away, all but a 
favored few who remained, relatives and 
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MY GOODNESS, WHAT 

MOUNTAINS OF SUDS 
YOU GET WITH 

SUNLIGHT SOAP! 


YES, SUNLIGHT’S SO 
PURE IT DISSOLVES AT 

ONCE. AND THE THICK, 
RICH SUDS JUST FLOAT 
OUT THE DIRT SO 1! DON'T 
HAVE TO RUB OR SCRUB. 





Ree Sunlight is all pure soap, it gives you 
heaps of thick, rich suds that come so easily, and 
go to work at once and last right through the wash. ‘i : 


And Sunlight’s purity protects everything in the 
wash—no need to rub or scrub to get clothes clean. 
Pure, gentle Sunlight suds float out the dirt without 
the washboard wear and tear that soon brings holes 
and thin spots. You save time mending and darning. 
Your linens, cottons, coloured 
things, lingerie last longer, stay 
like new, look fresher. There’s real 
economy for you. 


Another nice thing about Sun- 
light is the way its pure, gentle 
suds will protect your hands, 
keep them young-looking. Try 
Sunlight for dishes and general 
household cleaning. Get a few bars 
of pure Sunlight Soap for next 
washday. 


Lever Brothers Limited 
By Appointment to Their Excellencies, 
the Governor-General and 

the Lady Tweedsmuir. 










WONDERFUL SUNLIGHT 
SUDS! WHAT A 
QUICK, SNOWY NO.- 
WORK WASH 























THE $5,000 
GUARANTEE OF PURITY 
ON EVERY CARTON IS 
YOUR PROTECTION 
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$.0.S. cleans, scours 
and polishes in one 
easy operation— 
dull aluminum shines 


again like new 
Whisks off those ugly scorches! 


Cuts away that crusted, sticky 
food! Brings out the shine you 
haven't seen for years! 

Magic? Maybe! At any rate it’s 
S.0.S. doing the job it was made 
for. No other cleanser just like it. 
Buy a package of S.O.S. at your 
favorite store. Or mail the coupon 
below for free sample. 






Look for the 
YELLOW and 


red package 


Mail this coupon, or a PREE 
card te 58.0.8. 


Manufacturing Company of Canada, Limited, 
365 Sorauren Ave., Toronto, for a free trial 
package of 8.0.8. You'll like it! 

Made in Canada. Fully protected by patents. 


ORR OEO HEHEHE EEE EH ETH EHEEHEHEE 


AF rock to Knit in 
Fuchsia Rose 


OR MAKE it in any of the rich, deep 
vibrant shades so lovely for fall and early 
winter. It’s a simple pattern, and would 
go quickly enough to be completely satis- 
factory as an autumn evening around the 


fire job. The instructions are for a two- . 


piece dress in size 16. 

For the pullover you'll need seven 
skeins of wool; for the skirt, eleven. One 
pair of number 12 needles and a circular 
needle No. 12. Tension: 8 sts equal 1 
inch; 10 rows equal 1 inch. 


Skirt 


ON CIRCULAR needle cast on 340 sts. 

K one row, P one row for 114 inches. Then 

K plain for 5 inches. 

Ist decrease round: K tog every 33rd and 
34th sts. K 3 inches even. 

2nd decrease round: K tog every 32nd and 
33rd sts. K 3 inches even. 

3rd decrease round: K tog every 31st and 
32nd sts. K 3 inches even. 

4th decrease round: K tog every 30th and 
31st sts. K 3 inches even. 

5th decrease round: K tog every 29th and 
30th sts. K 2 inches even. 

6th decrease round: K tog every 28th and 
29th sts. K 2 inches even. 

7th decrease round: K tog every 27th and 
28th sts. K 2 inches even. 

8th decrease round: K tog every 26th and 
27th sts. K 1 inch even. 

9th decrease round: K tog every 25th and 
26th sts. K 1 inch even. 

10th decrease round: K tog every 24th and 
25th sts. K 1 inch even. 

11th decrease round: K tog every 23rd and 
24th sts. K 1 inch even. 

12th decrease round: K tog every 22nd and 
23rd sts. K 1 inch even. 

3th decrease round: K tog every 21st and 

22nd sts. K 1 inch even. 
Then work 1 inch in ribbing K 2, P 2. 

Cast off. 
Crochet a beading inside top of skirt for 

elastic. 





The original 
dress was knit 
from eighteen 
skeins of Re- 
gent Sea. 


Pullover 


BACK: On No. 12 needles cast on 126 sts. 


Work 114 inches in garter st (plain 
knitting). Then work in stockinette st 
decreasing a st each side every 6th row, 
8 times (110 sts on needle). When back 
measures 6 inches from beginning, increase 
1 st each side every 8th row, 8 times ‘(126 
sts on needle). Work even until back 
measures 15 inches from beginning. 

Shape armholes: Cast off 15 sts beginning 
next 2 rows. Work even for 214 inches. 
Cast off 15 sts beginning next 2 rows. Work 
even for 214 inches. Cast off 15 sts begin- 
ning next 2 rows. Work even for 24% 
inches. Cast off remaining 36 sts for back 
of neck. 

FRONT: Cast on 126 sts. Work bottom 
of pullover same as back. Increase 1 st 
each side every 8th row, 10 times (130 sts 
on needle). Work even until front meas- 
ures 15 inches from beginning. 

Shape armholes: Cast off 15 sts beginning 
next 2 rows. 

Work even for 214 inches. Cast off 15 
sts beginning next 2 rows. Work even for 
214 inches. Cast off remaining 70 sts. 
SLEEVES: On No. 12 needles cast on 74 
sts. Work 14% inches in garter st. Then 
work in stockinette st, increasing 1 st each 
side every 2nd row until there are 108 sts 
on needle. Work even until sleeve meas- 
ures 5 inches. Cast off 16 sts beginning 
next 2 rows. Work even for 2 inches. Cast 
off 18 sts beginning next 2 rows. Work 
even for 2 inches. Cast off remaining sts. 

Sew back and front together. Sew the 
sleeves for 314 inches from bottom. Work 
a row s c around the top of sleeves and at 
back and front of neck. Then sew the top 
of sleeves worked like squares into the 
squares of blouse at back and front. At 
front, on one side, leave the top part of the 
last square open and close with 2 snaps. 
BELT: Cast on 15 sts. Work 27 inches or 
desired length in garter st. Then K 2 sts 
tog each end of needle every 2nd row, until 
all sts are cast off. Sew a ribbon under belt. 
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A Little H. P. 
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SAN DWICH 


makes a big 
difference in 
the taste... 


There's nothing like 
this thick, piquant 
‘sauce to liven up a 
meat, chicken, sal- 
mon, sardine, egg 
or tomato sandwich 










KEEP YOUR 
“,HANDS YOUNG 


THIS PLEASANT 


EASY WAY 


CANADIAN | 
PROOUCT |; 





Now...WAX FLOORS 


WITHOUT RUBBING 


Sy) Just spread Old English No 
Rubbing Liquid Wax on floors, 


Ip linoleum—it DRIES to a lovely, 
lasting shine. Waterproof. 
ll Greaseproof. Atall dealers, 


rm ara: 


NO RUBBING LIQUID WAX 
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lions. But things got so that I felt I had 


° o tell the ee 
The Girl Who Asked » You aaa time.”’ 


“Now, look here! You said yoursel! 










for Trouble that you always reported things to the 
police. You said yourself that it was the 
(Continued from page 15) best policy.’ 
“Don’t talk about policy, my dear girl,’’ 
said Petrie. ‘When you’ve done every- ( : 1 : 
thing you can to land us both in jail. If | Oe coe oe Manin Sot ee DURNED 
nities Wink’ deb Studies samedi ¢ coe you want to play ball with the police, | GOIN' TO QUIT THE F'R NIGH ONTO FIFTEEN HE SEZ RUNNEY 
ne a eee é : you've got to begin that way. If you | FIRE DEPARTMENT, —_ YEARS! 
you there. I saw you rush out, and I begin with a good plausible lie, and they ZEsnoDy rT BEAT THE BAND s 


thought all that was queer. So I gathered 
some work together—to look plausible— 
and I went up to your floor. To see what, 
if anything, was amiss. And just as I was 
about to turn the corner, after walking 
up the stairs, I saw you coming out of the 
room again. You looked all in.” 

“Well, I wasn’t.” 

“That’s how you looked,” said Petrie. 
“So I went into the room opposite yours, 
and waited a bit. I got interested in my 
work, and the time passed. Presently I 
heard someone come out of the elevator, 
and I got up to look. It was Luigi. He saw 
me and I asked him what was wrong. He 
said, ‘Just the plumbing,’ and I closed the 
door.” 

“Do you mean that you went up to that 
room just—out of kindness?” 

“You see,” said Petrie. ‘I’ve been in 
jail myself. And I knew you wouldn’t 
like it.” 

“But why did you think there was 
anything for me to go to jail about?” 

“‘When I went downstairs, for the second 
time, I heard Miss—call her the deceased 
—talking to Jones in the music room. 
Giving him the deuce. And it was about 
you.” 

“Me?” 

“None other. She told Jones she’d come 
here—followed you here—to get evidence.” 

“She couldn’t heave meant me.” 

“She did. “That MacDonald woman,’ 
she called you. And she was trying to make 
Jones promise to let her see any mail that 
came for you. Of course, he wouldn’t 
agree to that; he tried to be soothing, and 
she got worse and worse. She said she knew 
your record, but that she just needed a 
little more evidence, and that if Jones 
wouldn’t help her, she’d ring up the 
police.” 

“But it’s—impossible! I never saw her 
before. I never heard of her.” 

“She said she was a private detective,” 
said Petrie. 

“Well, even if she was . . . I haven’t 
any ‘record.’ ”’ 

“Jones has certainly told all that to 
Captain Martineau,” said Petrie. 

“Gosh!” said Victoria. “Now I under- 
stand—a lot of things. They think I know 
who she is and why she came.”’ 

“They can’t help thinking that.” 

She stopped, and leaned against a tree. 

“You knew, then, that I was telling a lie 
when I told Captain Martineau I hadn’t 
been out of my room. Why did you back 
me up?” 

“I didn’t want you to go to jail. No 
place for girls.” 

“Anyhow I've told the truth, now.” 

“Told Grimes you went into that room?” 

“Yes. I found—her, you know. Now 
I’ve admitted it.” 

“I told you,” said Petrie, “‘to let me 
know before you changed your story.” 

There was a look on his face that she 
didn’t like. His eyes were narrow, his 
mouth a thin, unpleasant line. 

“I know you did,” she said, “but it 
seemed to me better to tell the truth.” 

“About everything?” 

“Certainly. I have told him—” 

“About the deceased detective?” 

“But I don’t—” she stopped and stared 
at him. ‘Do you mean that you don’t 
believe me, either?” 

“It doesn’t matter,” said Petrie. ‘“‘No- 
body else will. I tried to help you—and 
now you’ve thrown me to the lions.” 


“WELL, I’M sorry . . .” said Victoria. 
“You may well be,” said Petrie. 
“I didn’t want to throw you to the 


swallow it, you’ve got to go on with it. 
You've fixed things now so that they 
won't believe anything you say. Or any- 
thing I say.” 

Victoria straightened her shoulders and 
raised her head. 

“All right!” she said. ‘‘I made a mistake 
and I’m sorry. But from now on, I’m 
going to tell the truth about everything. 
No matter what happens.”’ 

“You're wonderful!” said Petrie. 

The color rose and rose in her cheeks 
until they were flaming, her blue eyes were 
blazing. But she said nothing; she drew 
five deep breaths—her father’s recipe. 

“You're perfectly justified—” she said 
in an unsteady voice. “I don’t blame you 
for jeering at me.” 

“Jeering? I mean it. You’re wonderful. 
Grand. Anybody would believe every 
word you spoke.” 

“Well, you don’t,” she said, rather at a 
loss. 

“Tf I’m doubtful about that one point,” 
he said, “that’s because I’m sceptical by 
nature. And even on that point, I’ve seen 
you have a good motive. I’ve seen you 
always mean well.” 

“That’s—pretty nasty,” said Victoria. 
“‘When you say anyone means well, it’s 
because they’re fools and idiots, and make 
hideous mistakes. Very well! I’ve got 
you into trouble, and I have no right to be 
angry no matter how contemptuous—”’ 

“You're wrong,”’ he said. “‘You couldn’t 
be wronger. I like you all the more for 
making so many mistakes. It’s endearing.” 

“That’s a little too much,” said Victoria. 
“T want to be fair—because I’ve got you 
into a jam. But I won’t put up with your 
condescension.” 

“My heavens! I’m not condescending!” 
cried Petrie. ‘When I first saw you, I 
thought you never made mistakes. I 
thought you were the sort of girl who’s the 
mayor of a town, or the head of a business, 
something like that. Or the dean of a 
college, at least. The youngest dean in 
history.” 

“Well, I’m not,” said Victoria, slightly 
mollified. ‘I’m only a secretary.” 

“I was afraid of you,” Petrie went on. 
“I thought you were—what was the one? 
The one with a helmet—with the grey 
eyes—the one that kept butting in, in the 
Iliad?” 

“Do you mean Minerva?” 

“That’s it. I thought you were like 
that. Wise, calm, infallible woman. 
Indulgent to poor inferior men. I hate 
them.” 

“You mean that you hate a really 
superior woman?”’ she demanded. 

“You said it,’’ Petrie answered. “‘Reason 
being that a superior woman is more 
superior than anything else on earth.” 

“I suppose it flatters you for a woman 
to be stupider than you are.” 

‘‘They’re never that,” said Petrie. “The 
dumbest girl I ever met nicked me for 
twenty-five bucks. I took her out for a 
drive, and she talked every minute. She 
held my arm, and I was wondering if she 
could find her way home if I left her on 
top of a mountain somewhere. Then we 
happened to pass a kennel. And she said 
if she had a dog, she'd be perfectly happy 
to stay home all the time, and she’d never 
be lonely and she thought a dog gave you 
more understanding than a human being. 
So we stopped and got a dog, and maybe 
they're both still alive. Anyhow I never 
heard from her again.” 

“Well . . .” said Victoria, “I’ve been 
stupid enough about this thing to suit 
anybody. And I don’t see how I can undo 
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close friends and those who refused to end 
a celebration. The place looked as if a 
cyclone had struck it. 

“Good lord,” thought Cockran at last. 
“Will the rest of ’em never go?” 

Several of the men had gathered at the 
sideboard, still dipping out punch. Grim- 
stead was making the round of the table, 
snitching sandwiches and cake and eating 
them avidly. His god was his belly, 
thought Cockran, and it was a growing 
deity. Harris, a distant relative of some 
sort, a hearty fellow with a red face and 
rather coarse humor, was regaling two 
other men with stories. 

Cockran moved toward the ladies. Myra 
was sitting with them, being agreeable. He 
could see the pouches of weariness under 
her eyes. 

“And fancy,” Mrs. Dimmick was saying 
with her inevitable giggle, “‘fancy when 
you're a grandmother, Myra. There, you 
are tired, aren’t you, dear? I know just 
how it feels, too. The empty nest!” 

In another corner some of the country 
relatives were reminiscing. They looked 
as if they were here for the evening. But 
in the end everybody had gone. The 
caterer’s men and maids had packed their 
things and left. The staff had restored 
some order. John Cockran saw Dimmick 
out last of all; Mrs. Dimmick called back 
pleasantries from the path. He came back 
from the door relieved, but with a new 
uneasiness. A sense of empty desolation 
hung above them. Myra was standing 
with a hand on the chair where Josie had 


~¥ee.” 

“Pretty tired, eh?” 

“Naturally.” 

He kept looking at the place where her 
corsage had been pinned; turning the knife 
in his wound, and feeling absurd and child- 
ish about it. She hadn’t worn his offering. 
Well, small blame to her. He couldn’t 
expect to pick up the old threads. They’d 
been out of his hand and neglected too 
long. The miracle was impossible. Yet he 
had felt curiously young and eager over it. 
He had thought to defeat time, to stave off 
decay, and it could not be done. He had 
thought to own his own soul again, and it 
was in fee. Oh, well! To hell with it all. 
Nothing much mattered. He saw the maid 


come in and stand waiting to get attention. 
Myra, who had sunk into a chair, 


looked up. 
“What is it, Jenny?” 
“There’s a boy here, mum, with 


flowers. He says they’re sorry to be so late 
delivering them, but Mr. Cockran ordered 
them, and there was some mistake in the 
address. He says the shop feels sure they 
were meant for here.” 

John Cockran’s brows were quirked; he 
stood his ground like a man facing a crisis. 
Then he went forward, and before Myra 
could move, took the box and motioned 
Jenny away, and turned to his wife. 

“‘I—” he began. The blood rushed to his 
face, then slowly drained it again. ‘I got 
these for you. I suppose it’s no good 
explaining, no good trying to tell you that 
I’ve seen just where I was heading. I—I 
wanted you to wear these.” His hands 
were fumbling with the box. 

She took the roses from him. 


“You mean—you ordered these for | 


me—” 

“Went and picked ’em out,” he said. “‘I 
guess there’s a difference. I thought 
maybe they could say things—I can’t.” 

She had stooped over the flowers, and 
was picking out the envelope he had 
addressed to her. 

“T guess,” he said dully, ‘‘it’s impossible 
to put back the clock. I almost thought I 
had.” 

She straightened up. He was amazed at 
sight of her face. She stood looking at him 
like a woman reprieved; then she began, 
very quietly, to cry. 

“Myra, dear!” 

“John. John!” 

He-had her in his arms. 
him; even more than Josie had, she clung 
to him. He knew it was all right. 


“Sweetheart!” he said at last. “‘Sweet- | 
heart, don’t cry like that.” 

“T can’t help it,” she sobbed. It was 
half tears, half laughter. ‘‘Look what | 


you've done. 
you sent them.” 
Puzzled, he picked up the envelope. 


There it was in his own handwriting: 
14 Linquist 


“Miss Myra Challoner, 
Drive.” 


His jaw twitched oddly. He said noth- 


ing; just held her closely, while all their 
years of youth swept back upon them in an 
undefeated tide. 
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and a taxpayer. 
missy?” 

“Yes,”’ answered Victoria. ‘““Why?” 

“Meals in-cluded?” 

“Yes.” 

“That’s too bad,” said Jake. “I thought 
mebbe I could treat you to lunch. But if 
you’ve got to pay for yours, anyhow, 
mebbe I can sit with you. And pay for 
myself,”’ he added. 

Victoria was not anxious for his com- 
pany, but she had no wish to hurt his 
feelings. 

“Mrs. Howard said he was ‘highly- 
respected’,”’ she reflected. “‘He doesn’t look 
like that. He looks’’— she glanced at him 
again—‘‘like Mr. Punch,” she thought. 
And aloud, “Suppose I join you in half an 
hour?”’ she suggested politely. Because she 
had more to say to Petrie. 

“All right,” Jake assented. ‘Marge 
wants to see you for a moment. Says she’s 
in a hurry.” 

“‘That’s too bad,” said Victoria. 

“Better not keep Marge waiting,” said 
Petrie. 

“‘Reg’lar spitfire,” said Jake. ‘“She’s 
waiting for you on the front verandy.”’ 

Victoria found this irritating. She did 
not want to see Marge, now or at any other 
time. She was silent. and her silence was 
apparently eloquent, for Petrie spoke 
again. 

“In a small place like this,”’ he remarked, 
“‘we’re all like one big family.” 

He spoke in a mild, musing tone, but he 
gave Victoria a narrow look, not at all 
mild. She looked back at him coldly, and 
moved away. 

“I suppose his idea is to keep on friendly 
terms with everybody in the place,’’ she 
thought. “That’s an idea I’ve always 
hated. Being friendly to people because 
you're afraid to make enemies, or to get 
some advantage. If I like people, I’m nice 
to them. And if I don’t like them, I’m not. 
I don’t like Marge. For one thing, she 


Do you pay board here, 


overcharged me. And for another thing 
well, I don’t like her.” 


MARGE WAS sitting on the rail of the 
verandah, bare-headed, wearing blue 
denim overalls, and with her slight little 
body and pale delicate face, managing to 
look dainty in such a costume. She saw 
Victoria coming, but she made no move 
to approach, only sat there, waiting. 
Victoria stopped at the foot of the steps. 

“Do you want to see me?” she asked. 

“Yes, I do,’”’ said Marge. 

““Well, here I am,”’ said Victoria. 

It was a silent battle. Victoria was 
determined not to go up those steps, and 
Marge did not wish to come down there. 
But, in the end, she did. They stood 
facing each other in the driveway, with the 
sun shining warm upon them. 

“T’ve got a letter,”’ said Marge. 

“For me?” 

“No,” said Marge. ‘But you'll be 
interested in it. I’ve brought a copy of it 
with me. The original’s in a safe place.”’ 

More than ever did Marge look like a 
miniature Joan of Arc, with that silky 
straight black hair, that pale and resolute 
face. And Victoria liked her less than ever. 

“‘What letter?’’ she asked. ‘“‘I don’t see 
how you can possibly have a letter that 
would interest me.”’ 

“It happens to be about you,” said 
Marge. 

“Who's it from?” 

“Do you want to see it?’’ asked Marge. 

There was another battle fought in 
silence. Victoria wanted to say, “‘No, not 
particularly,”” in a careless tone, and 
turn away. But she was unable to. 

“All right!’ she said, but though she 
used that careless tone, the victory was 
Marge’s. 

“Here it is,” said Marge, taking a paper 
from a pocket in her overalls. ‘This is 
only a copy; but it’s exact.” 

{Continued on next page} 











This 
Handsome 
New 
LAMP 
Glows 
Steadily 
in the Dark 


ZT 


IS attractively designed lamp is not only useful and decorative when the light is on, but 
Th will glow steadily AFTER THE LIGHT HAS BEEN TURNED OFF, with a soft light that 
makes it a perfect night light easy to find in the darkest room. This unusual feature is an 
entirely new discovery, and the lamp does not contain radium or any poisonous materials. 
Another important feature is that the lamp has been specially processed to prevent eye- 
strain when lighted, giving the same lighting effect as daylight. Its usefulness extends all 
through the house — for the sickroom, for children who dread the black dark — for quiet 


hours by the radio. 
many other uses. 


_. for mothers who have to rise in the night to attend children... and 


YOU CAN HAVE ONE AT NO COST ! 


If you will secure a total of Three Dollars in s 
own subscription or renewal or any that you h 
to you free of cost, postpaid to your addre 
subscriptions at $1.00 each; 2-year sut 


nbination as long 


$2.00 each, n any 


addresses of subscribe n name 


nag y 


bscriptions 
ave paid for yourself, we will send this lamp 
The Three Dollars may be made up of |-year 


to Chatelaine, not including your 


s at $1.50 each, or 3-year subscriptions at 


he total is at least $3.00. Write names and 
and address, clearly. 


JEAN TRAVIS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 








| 





87 


A bride of D years ago 


— compares noles loday 





. There’s simply nothing like Bon Ami for bathtubs and kitchen sinks, It 


works so fast!. . . (that’s because Bon Ami absorbs the dirt and polishes as 
it cleans). Then it rinses easily away, leaving no grit behind to cause 
drain trouble. Try Bon Ami today. Notice how much easier it makes all 
your household cleaning . . . and notice, too, how it keeps your hands 


from getting that red “scoured” look. 


«hasn’t scratched yet! 


BonAmi 4c 


Cleans quickly and easily 


99 








Made in Canada 














it. I'll simply have to go blundering on. 
I’m only sorry I got you into it. Did you 
really make up the story about working 
in that room with the door open, just to 
help me?” 

“That was the idea.” 

“Is there anything I can do now to make 
things better?” 

“We'll see,” said Petrie. “You've 
| definitely told Grimes that you did leave 
your room last night? That you found the 
body?” 

“Yes. 
me.” 

“You wouldn’t know about that,”’ said 
Petrie. ‘‘He may be pretending not to 
believe you, so that he can trap you into 
further admissions.”’ 

“He can’t trap me into admitting things 
I didn’t do. I’ve told him the truth— if 
| he wasn’t stupid, he’d know it’s the truth.” 
|  “He’s not stupid,”’ said Petrie. “‘Better 
| get that idea out of your head.” 

“He is!” said Victoria. ‘For instance, 
about my dressing gown. I got the sleeve 
| wet, and the slippers soaked, when I went 
| in there. There wasn’t any way to dry 
| them secretly, so I put them on a chair 
| and carefully upset a thermos bottle of 
water over them. When I told Inspector 
Grimes about that—for proof, you know, 
that I really had gone to that shower—he 
said he’d seen them. He knew at once that 
the bottle had been upset on purpose. But 
instead of realizing that that proved what 
I told him, he’s convinced it means some- 
thing else. If he wasn’t stupid, he’d 
certainly realize that I wouldn’t invent a 
story like that—a story that might cause 
me a lot of trouble. I’ll simply go on telling 
the truth. And I don’t believe that 
innocent people can get into really serious 
trouble.” 

“Don’t you?” said Petrie. “Well, I 
don’t think they’d actually convict you. I 
don’t think they’d even keep you in jail 
very long. But the time passes slowly in 
jail. Until you’ve tried it, you can’t 
imagine how much you won't like being a 
prisoner.” 

“They couldn’t possibly arrest me. 
It’s nonsense.” 

“Listen to this carefully,” said Petrie. 
“T didn’t know anything about Lottie’s 
death. I didn’t even know she was dead 
when they took me to the police station, 
and began asking me questions. I told 
them the truth in the most artless, trusting 
way. But that didn’t stop them from 
bringing a charge against me. It never 
came to trial. But I sat in prison for ten 
| days. They wouldn’t accept bail, either.”’ 

“Yes . . .” said Victoria, unhappily. 
“But—” 

“But you don’t believe it could happen 
to you,” he said. “‘You’re wrong. There’s 
twice as much evidence against you as 
there was against me. In the first place 
there’s the lady detective’s conversation 
with Jones, pointing to a connection—”’ 

“Well, there isn’t any connection, and 
they'll find that out.” 

“Maybe. But unless and until they find 
that out, they'll be convinced that she was 
hot on your trail. And that provides the 
perfect motive. You got her out of the 
way in order to preserve your secret. If 
you insist you found the body, and didn’t 
report it, that looks still worse. That’s 
what criminals do. They get rattled, and 
admit bits of the truth, under pressure. 
Grimes will think that if he’s got that 
much out of you, he can get the rest. And 
he’ll keep on questioning you.”’ 

“Let him!” said Victoria. 

“Brave words,” said Petrie. “But if the 
questioning goes on long enough, it be- 
comes’’—he paused—‘“‘boring.”” He went 
| on, “After three or four hours of it, you 
get tired. Even a little edgy.” 

“Yes. : .’’shesaid. “I can see that you 
would.” 

“And then there are the newspaper 
boys,” he continued. “You'd be infinitely 
more interesting to them than even I was. 
I was simply, ‘Yachtsman Held on Murder 
Charge.’ ” 

“Yachtsman?” 

“That seems to be the only picturesque 
quality I have,” said Petrie. “In a way, I 


But I don’t think he believed 


was pleased to have my dinghy called a} 
yacht. But I was a little hurt to have all 
my other qualifications belittled. You, | 
however, would be ‘Blonde Held in Bath | 
Murder.’ They'd dig up photographs of | 
you. They’d dig up friends you’d never | 
heard of. People who’d remember what 
an ungovernable temper you had as a 
child. They'd get at your family—”’ 

“No!” cried Victoria. 

“First step,’ Petrie assured her. ‘‘Your 
family would say that you had always 
been an affectionate child 

“Why are you telling me all this?” she 
demanded. ‘‘Are you trying to frighten 
me?”’ 

“‘That’s the idea,” said Petrie. 

“Well, it can’t be done!” said Victoria. | 
“I’m sorry. I’m honestly very sorry if I’ve | 
got you into any trouble. But, after all, it | 
can't be very serious. I'll tell Captain | 
Martineau the truth about that. I'll tell | 
him you said you'd been there with the | 
door open, just to help me out.”’ 

“Yes,” said Petrie, ‘“‘that makes a very 
pretty little story. Brings in an element | 
of romance. The newspapers would like it. 
But I don’t think Martineau would) 
appreciate it. He might think I said I’d 
been there with the door open, because I | 
didn’t know you'd been out of your room. 
Because I didn’t know you'd be able to 
prove I hadn’t been there all the time.” 

“I’m _ sorry!” she cried impatiently. 
“But what else can I do? I’ve already told 
Grimes.” 

“You said you didn’t think that he| 
believed you.” 

“I know. But he won’t let it drop. He’s | 
horribly persistent. He’ll ask me ques- | 
tions. You don’t expect me to get mixed | 
up in more and more lies, do you?” 

“Come now!” said Petrie reproachfully. 
“You're an intelligent girl. Can't you | 
tell him without getting mixed up?” 

“I can’t take it back, now that I’ve told 
him. He’d know—” 

“He couldn't know,” said Petrie. “You | 
could tell him six different stories, and | 
that would seem normal. You're only a 
young girl-—alone—frightened. His ques- 
tions confuse you. You say anything that | 
comes into your head, because you're 
panic-stricken. What’s the use of your} 
being young and beautiful?” he demanded 
sternly. ‘‘And blonde? Can’t you act that | 
way? Deny that you found the body, or | 
that you ever went near that room. Say | 
you don’t know why you ever said that, 
but that you were so nervous—” 

“IT won't!” 

“Then hell will pop,” said he. 

“Let it!” said Victoria. “I haven't done | 
anything. I have absolutely no connection | 
with that murder. I don’t know anything | 
about it. I’m not in the least afraid to | 
answer any questions truthfully.”’ 











“HE-HE-HE!” came a gleeful snicker. | 
It was Jake standing on the path. 
“That's the way to talk to ’em!’’ he said. 

“This young man tryin’ to lead you into 

tellin’ lies? Don’t you do it! He’sa regular 

Don June, and known all around here as | 

such. He’sa slave-driver, too, out there to | 

the factory. Don’t you have a thing to do | 
with him!” 

“Deserted your post, have you?” said 
Petrie. “You come here—letting the 
trains smash and pile up all along the 
line?” 

“Got a man there,” said Jake. ‘Don’t 
know he’s any good, but they sent him 
from the office to relieve me a spell. I've 
got a holiday coming to me, and I thought 
I’d take it now, with all the excitement 
a-goin’ on.” He snickered again. “‘All| 
dressed up in my Sunday clothes,”’ he said. | 
“So’s as I wouldn’t disgrace my lady- | 
friend. How do I look?” 

He looked rather horrible, thought 
Victoria. He was wearing a bright blue 
double-breasted suit and brown shoes and 
a straw hat tipped forward over his nose, 
accentuating his nutcracker jaws. But he 
was so obviously proud, that she was 
sorry for him. 

“You look like a Don ‘June’ yourself,” 
she said. 

“Ain't thal,” he said. “I’m a vestryman 
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career? If this Marcelle was a private 
detective, she might have found out about 
that, somehow, and have meant to black- 
mail him. Or, maybe his wife employed the 
detective, to get evidence against him.” 

She imagined that, in the newspapers, 
““M. P.’s Wife Blames Professor’s 
Daughter.” 

“I’m being—ridiculous . .”’ she told 
herself. “There wasn’t anything in it. He 
seemed nice, and I let him talk to me, and 
we had dinner together, and then he got 
troublesome, and I told him where he got 
off. And anyhow, Marcelle is dead. She 
can’t tell. Unless she left papers. . .” 


“FEELING BETTER?” asked Captain 
Martineau, kindly. “It’s a lovely day, 
isn’t it?” 

Victoria gave him a bright, spasmodic 
smile. 

“If she left any papers, he’s got them!’’ 
she thought. “He said there weren’t any 
papers, but that could easily have been a 
trap.” 

Hands behind his back, he strolled 
nearer to her, and she saw his glance rest 
for an instant upon the paper she held in 
her hand. 

“T’ve got to get rid of this!” she thought. 
“This whole thing is getting to be too 
much. If I had more time to think things 
over . .. If people would let me alone. . .” 

“I’m a nuisance, aren’t I?” said he. 
“Won’t even let you read your mail in 
peace.”” 

Again she smiled, and felt it to be a 
stiff, immensely wide smile. 

“It must be about lunch time,” she 
observed, and thought that even lunch 
with Jake would be a heavenly respite. 

“Just on twelve,” said he. “But I was 


going— 

The bellboy cantered down the steps. 

‘‘Long distance call, Miss MacDonald!” 
he said. 

She did not answer or move. 

“It’s Robin!” she thought. ““They have 
ways of overhearing—tapping wires. Sup- 
pose he says something incriminating? 
How can I warn him?” 

“Telephone’s a nuisance, isn’t it?” said 
Captain Martineau. 

It was, she thought, very queer and 
suspicious of her just to stand there. She 
began to smile again, and checked herself, 
and in despair, ran up the steps and into 
the lobby. She nearly ran into Luigi. 

“That holder!” she thought. “How 
could I have forgotten that? I... . This 
is too much!” 

A sort of rage possessed her. She was 
caught in a net, and every move she made 
entangled her further. She who had been 
so strong, confident and self-reliant, was 
not confident now. 

“If they’d give me time to think things 
out,” she thought. ‘I won’t be rushed like 
this. I’ve got to warn Robin, somehow . . . 
Otherwise he might say something per- 
fectly fatal. Something that would get 
him arrested. And he couldn’t stand being 
arrested. He’s so squeamish, and sensi- 
tive ° 53,4 

The bellboy sprang forward in his 
zealous way, stood holding the open door 
of the telephone booth. She was behaving 
very queerly, and it must stop. She went 
into the booth and pulled the door shut 
after her. 

“I’m too nervous to talk now. The place 
is all upset—so many policemen. . .” 

That was what she would say to Robin. 
It wasn’t very good, but she had no time 
to find something better. She took up the 
receiver and said, ‘‘Hello!” 

“Oh! Miss MacDonald?” said Miss 
Cook’s voice. “I thought I’d never get you 
_ . . Miss MacDonald, I can’t get hold of 
Rob—of Mr. Robinson. I’ve called him 
three times at home, and he doesn’t 
answer, and he hasn’t shown up here. 
What do you think I’d better do?” 

There was a silence. 

“What do you think I’d better do?” 
Miss Cook repeated. “There are two 
people waiting here to see him, by ap- 
pointment 

“Why, don’t do anything!” said Victoria, 


in an amused laughing voice. “You know 
how absent-minded he is. It’s typical.” 

“T never remember—”’ 

“It’s typical,” said Victoria, speaking 
very clearly for the benefit of anyone 
listening in. ‘He simply left it to me to 
explain to the people with appointments. 
And now, of course, he’s forgotten that I’m 
away on a holiday.” 

“TI can’t remember him ever—” 

“It’s perfectly typical,” said Victoria. 
“Don’t do anything about it, or he'll be 
annoyed. Just tell anyone with an 
appointment that he was suddenly called’”’ 
—she paused—‘“‘to New York,” she said, 
inspired. ‘And I really think that’s where 
he’s gone.” 

“To New York?” Miss Cook repeated, 
greatly surprised. “He didn’t say anything 
to me—”’ 

“He did to me,” said Victoria. ‘He told 
me he might have to go to New York 
suddenly——on business. That’s just what 
he’s done! And he’s forgotten I won’t be 
in the office.” 

“But—” 

“Don’t do anything until he rings you 
up,” said Victoria, and laughed. ‘Typical 
of him, isn’t it?” 

“TI don’t—” 

“I'll be seeing you 


1? 


said Victoria. 


SHE HUNG up the receiver hastily, 
before Miss Cook could say anything more. 
As she started to push open the glass door, 
she saw Luigi in the lounge, and Captain 
Martineau, and Jake and Mrs. Howard 
and Mr. Jones. It made her head swim. 
For an instant she fancied they were 
waiting for her. 

But that, of course, was nonsense. She 
stepped out of the booth into this little 
crowd, and she saw leaning against 
the desk Inspector Grimes. 

“Well, my dear!” said Mrs. Howard. 
“Mr. Jacobus—” 

“Wait a moment,” said Grimes, leaving 
the desk and slowly approaching, “we want 
to try out a little experiment, miss.” 

“Oh, let the poor child have her lunch 
first !”’ cried Mrs. Howard. 

“We won’t be long,’”’ said Grimes. 

“Inspector Grimes is a very busy man 
just now, Miss MacDonald,” said Captain 
Martineau, ‘‘and we'll both appreciate it, 
if you'll co-operate with us.” 

“Miss MacDonald,” said Jones. She 
turned to him, but he only looked at her 
with a sort of gloomy desperation. 

“Well!” said the inspector. “How 
about it? Mr. Jones, we’ll want you.” 

Captain Martineau steered Victoria 
toward the lift, with Grimes and Jones 
following. 

“Wh—what is the experiment?” she 
asked. 

“Only a little test,” he said, reassuringly. 
“Little test as to the audibility of a shot. 
We want you to sit, or lie just where you 
were last night, while the inspector fires 
a shot in the next room.” 

“I’ve got to go through with it,” 
thought Victoria. ‘It won’t be so bad, 
because it’s one thing I can tell the truth 
about. I didn’t hear a shot.” 

She went into that room again. It was 
in the nicest order, with no traces of her 
occupation. She sat down on the chair, as 
Captain Martineau requested, and he 
stood beside her and looked at her. A shot 
rang out, so loud and violent that she 
sprang to her feet with her heart racing. 

“Couldn’t have missed that, could you?” 
said Captain Martineau. ‘Now, exactly 
how much was the window open, Miss 
MacDonald?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

“Ready?” yelled the voice of Inspector 
Grimes. 

“Not yet!” called Captain Martineau. 
“‘Now lie down on the bed please, Miss 
MacDonald. Just as you were lying last 
night. On which side were you lying?” 

‘‘I—I think, facing the wall.” 

“Then you had your right ear covered by 
the pillow. Do you hear better with one 
ear than the other?” 

“TI don’t think so. I’ve not noticed. . .’ 

{Continued on page 93} 
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THERE'D BE sunshine in your home even on 
cloudy days with Shirley around. You'd love 
helping her get ready for school after her 
favorite breakfast of fruit juice then Quaker 
Puffed Wheat with fresh fruit. 
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Victoria unfolded the paper, and found a 
few lines, very clearly written in pencil. 

“Dear Marcelle: 

“This has gone too far. Your behavior 
is outrageous. I warn you that I will not 
have Miss MacDonald annoyed by you. I 
have explained the situation to you 
thoroughly. If you make any attempt to 
approach her I shall see that you are 
silenced, and silenced effectually. I mean 
this.” 

Victoria read it with amazement and a 
growing dread. 

“Where did you get this?”’ she asked. 

“That doesn’t matter,”’ said Marge. “I 
have got it.” 

“But how do I know you haven’t made 
it up—written it yourself?” 

“It was signed,” said Marge. ‘‘Would 
you like to know how it was signed?”’ 

“Yes. Of course.” 

“It was signed ‘Robin,’” said Marge. 

Victoria turned away her head. That 
was her first instinct. To hide her shock 
and fear. 

“I see you know the name,” said Marge. 
“You'll admit that I couldn’t very well 
have made that up. I don’t know the 
names of your friends.” 

Her tone was a stimulant for Victoria. 

“It’s not such an unusual name,” she 
said. ‘‘Let me see the original, and perhaps 
I can recognize the handwriting.” 

“T thought you'd like the original,’’ said 
Marge. ‘‘That’s why I didn’t hand it over 
to the police.” 

The police . . . Here was just what they 
wanted. Here was proof of a connection 
between Victoria and the dead woman. 
And Robin . . . The police. That meant 
Captain Martineau with his endless 
questions, and Inspector Grimes, hostile, 
already suspicious. 

“I'll bring you the original,” said 
Marge, “‘as soon as you're ready to pay 
for it. The price is fifteen hundred dollars. 
Cash.” 


EVEN IF I wanted the letter,” said 
Victoria, “I couldn’t possibly pay that 
much money.” 

“You can get it,’”’ said Marge. 

“T couldn’t.” 

“It’s no use talking like that tome. You 
come here, so arrogant about your money 
and your social position—”’ 

“I haven’t any money!” cried Victoria. 
“And I don’t know what you mean by my 
‘social position.’ ” 

“You think you're the salt of the earth,” 
said Marge. “Better than anybody else. 
Miles above the creatures who have to 
earn their own living.” 

“Look here! I earn my own living, just 
as much as you do.” 

“You mean you get a huge salary for 
doing nothing.” 

“What’s the matter with you?” de- 
manded Victoria, in a sort of desperation. 
“My huge salary amounts to all of thirty 
dollars a week. I live on that, and I work 
for it.” 

“Work!” said Marge, with a smile. 

“That’s what I said. I work. Driving a 
taxi isn’t the only form of work in the 
world. I could drive a taxi, myself,” said 
Victoria. “And if I did, I shouldn’t think I 
was a martyr. Or a heroine.” 

They looked at each other. 

“After all, I have been out of Greenhills,” 
said Marge. ‘I do know something. I 
know what that fake simplicity costs. The 
sweater you have on would cost at least 
twelve dollars.” 

“This sweater cost me exactly two- 
ninety-five.” 

“TI noticed your suitcase. 
imported English bag.”’ 

“It happens to belong to a cousin. She 
lent it to me.” 

“You get on my nerves,’ 
“Swaggering about. . .” 

This attack had so disconcerted Victoria 
that she was not defending herself with her 
usual spirit. The accusations were too 
novel, too unexpected. 

“I don’t swagger,” she said, 
enough. 

“I wish you could see yourself,” said 


That’s an 


said Marge. 


feebly 


Marge. “With that grand all-conquering 
ait! 

“Look here!”’ said Victoria. “You've 
got me entirely wrong. I haven’t any 
money. I’ve never had any money. My 
father—” She stopped, not wishing to give 
any definite information about him. “He 
just scrapes along. I support myself 
entirely. I’ve saved a little bit—about 
two hundred dollars—”’ 

“That letter will cost 
hundred dollars,” said Marge. 

“‘You mean, it would if I wanted it.” 

“You'll want it,’”’ said Marge. 

“I’m not so sure,”’ said Victoria. ‘‘When 
you first showed me the copy I was inter- 
ested, naturally, because I saw my own 
name. I was curious. But now—” 

“Don’t stall,” said Marge. “You can 
take it or leave it. If you won’t pay, some- 
body else will.” 

“Who else?” 
amused. 

“If you don’t pay,” said Marge, “I'll 
take some time off, and I'll find your 
precious ‘Robin.’ He'll pay anything I 
ask.” 

“You might find yourself in quite a 
jam,” said Victoria. ‘The police don’t 
approve of blackmail.” 

“I’m safe,” said Marge. “‘You and your 
‘Robin’ won’t go to the police with that 
letter. Do you want to read it again, or has 
it penetrated yet that it’s practically a 
confession of murder?” 

Victoria laughed, and that was a mistake. 
It was the most artificial travesty of a 
laugh. 

“T’'ll give you exactly twenty-four 
hours,” said Marge. “If I haven’t heard 
from you by noon tomorrow—’ 

“Or else—?”’ said Victoria. 


you fifteen 


asked Victoria, as if 


MARGE TURNED and crossed the 
drive to her taxi; she got into it, 
backed it out skilfully and drove off. And 
Victoria stood where she was, holding the 
letter in her hand. 

“It’s . . . She’s made it up. It can’t 
possibly be true!’ she said to herself. 
“Robin couldn’t possibly even know a 
woman like that. He’s the most fastidious, 
reserved person in the world. And if he 
did, it wouldn’t have anything to do with 
this . . . If he did write that letter, and 
say he’d ‘silence’ her, he didn’t mean 
murder. It’s insane to think of Robin 
having anything to do with a murder.” 
Anyhow, he was miles away. Oh, lord! 
But, no. . . She remembered Miss Cook 
saying that Robin hadn’t come to the 
office that morning. 

“Could he have come here last night? 
Just walked up the stairs—No! I’m 
absolutely, utterly certain that Robin did 
not come here, and murder that woman. I 
know he didn’t.” 

Another idea came, much worse 


“Did he pay somebody else? For my 
sake?” 
She recalled instances of Robin’s 


chivalrous care for her. She remembered 
how he hadn’t wanted her to go to Frank 
Morelli’s wedding. 

“You can’t go to an office boy’s wed- 
ding,” he had said. ‘You can’t come back 
from that God-forsaken place by yourself.” 

She had thought his attitude snobbish 
and old-fashioned, but rather sweet. She 
had thought it was rather sweet of him to 
send her out of the office whenever Jack 
Hewlisson came, because Jack was famous 
for his funny stories. 

“He is like that,” she thought. “If he 
thought that Marcelle might do anything 
to compromise me. . . But what could she 
do? I’ve never done anything . . . At 
least, I don’t think I’ve ever done any- 
noe...” 

A strange sense of guilt came upon her. 

“T’ve done foolish things,’”’ she thought. 
‘There was that man on the boat, going up 
to Toronto . . It was really my own 
fault that he got so horrible, and I had to 
slap him down. Suppose he turned out to 
be somebody prominent? He looked 
prominent. What if he was a Member of 
Parliament, or something, and the thing 
could be made into a scandal to ruin his 
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The Rolls Razor gives you 
@ shave that lasts because its 
protected, hollow-ground 
blade is always in perfect 
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matic stropping and hon- 
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ready for a close, clean, 
comfortable shave. 
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“Jt’s Fun 
to Earn 
Money 

This 
Easy 
Way!” 


6c FELT a little worried, I'll admit, 

when I wrote to the Fidelity Circu- 
lation Company about subscription work, 
because I had never done sales work of 
any kind. But it’s really been fun — 
now that people know that I can take 
orders for all leading Canadian, United 
States and British publications, and the 
extra income that I make has helped me 
to get so many things that I couldn’t 
afford before!” 


Ambitious Canadians, of all ages, are 
finding this spare-time work an agree- 
able and profitable source of extra in- 
come. You will not be placed under the 
slightest obligation if you will mail us 
the coupon and let us explain our plan 
for building up 2 dependable business 
for you. 


Write Today for Full Details! 


FIDELITY CIRCULATION COMPANY 
OF CANADA 
210 Dundas Street W., Toronto 
Please send me without obligation on, my 
part, full details of your plan for earning extra 
cash in my spare time. 
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Bright Accessories for Your Home 


hy MARIE LE CERF 


Bring a New Excitement 


To Your Cooking 


With these culinary secrets from the Chatelaine Institute 


FIVE USEFUL SERVICE BULLETINS 













MAN-MADE MEALS 
Price § Cents—No. 2,204 


When planning a holiday that will leave 
your man at home alone, get this Institute 
bulletin to give him simple menu ideas — 
grocery orders — easy, man-made recipes, 
and suggestions for successful stag parties. 











C53i—tThe turtle family. Four handy hold- stitch, then fronts and backs are bound 
ers for the kitchen, stamped on heavy fac- together. Complete materials (padding is 
tory cotton, work to be done in bronze chain not sent) per set, 50 cents. 
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C532—Wastepaper basket. You will find 
these charming little baskets useful both in 
living room and bedrooms, and they make 
most welcome gifts. Work should be done 
to match room. About 10 inches high, 
stamped on light brown linen crash. Com- 
plete materials including cardboards for 
basket, heavy paper tape and cottons for 
working, 50 cents. 





C536—Chair back and arm rests in old 
English design — stamped on deep ecru 
crepe linen or plain cream linen. The work 
is in cross stitch, one color only being used 
— brown, deep blue or the new old gold 
being particularly suited to the design. 
Please state color of linen and cotton for 
working. A large set, it is priced at 60 
cents; cotten for working, |5 cents. 


Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 481 

University Avenue, Toronto, enclosing postal 

note or money order. If sending cheque 

kindly add fifteen cents for bank exchange. 

Articles from previous issues can always be 

supplied. Full directions for working are sent. 
Prices include postage. 





C528—Bridge cloth and 


luncheon set. From 
France come these won- 
derful little "bon 
chance" trees — one in 


each corner bearing 1!3 
trumps. Stamped on 
green, deep blue and 
doe-tan imitation suede 
and on green art felt 
with binding and elastic 
for corners, $1.00; cot- 
tons for working, 15 
cents. The luncheon set 
comes stamped on 
white, French cream, 
green or yellow linen— 
36-inch cloth and four 
serviettes, $1.50; 45- 
inch cloth with four 
serviettes, in white or 
French cream linen only, 
$2.00; cottons for work- 
ing either 20 cents. 
C529—Bridge score pad 
to match cloth — cover 
to be glued on after 
working. Pad and cover 
25 cents. If ordering 
bridge cloth you will 
have sufficient cottons, 
otherwise price |0 cents. 





C535 —Fingertip 
towels in dainty 
water lily design. 
Size 13 x (8 
inches, narrowest 
possible hems are 
required down 
each side and 
single or double 
hemstitching at 
end. Stamped on 
white or green 
linen, price per 
pair 50 cents: 
cottons for work 
ing, 10 cents. 
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FAVORITE DESSERTS 
OF THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 


Price 15 Cents—No. 2,201 


Over sixty delicious new desserts—each one 
flavorsome, economical, and carefully tested 
and approved. Cold—hot—jellied—frozen— 
fruit—and pastry desserts—a rare collection 
of recipes for your enjoyment. 
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28 COOKIE RECIPES 
Price 10 Cents—No. 2,200 


They make your mouth water just to read 
their names —— Filbert macaroons — Butter- 
scotch fingers—Orange circles—Corn-flake 
date cookies—and many others. Each one 
selected by the Institute as something very 
special—a pleasure to make, and a joy to eat! 
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SWEET « SAVORY 
SAUCES 
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SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES 
Price 5 Cents—No. 2,203 


In response to hundreds of requests the 
Institute presents this survey of sauces that 
will bring a new piquancy to your meals. A 
valuable group of sauce suggestions that 
every housekeeper should have. 
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WEDDING ETIQUETTE 
Price 5 Cents—No. 400 


How do you make the announcements? What 
is the correct procedure for dress and 
ceremony? Who pays for what? All the 
thousand and one minor details of wedding 
etiquette are answered for you in this 
Institute bulletin. 





















Wedding Etiquette 
Jip CHATFRAINE INSINIOT 





CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto. 
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Leaves That 
Clean Smell 


‘Also FLUSHO — Cleans Toilet Bowls | 








CHRISTMAS NEEDLEWORK 


by MARIE LE CERF 





C527—Cutwork collar and cuff set. You 
will find that your plainest and least attrac- 
tive dress will take on quite a distinguished 
air with the addition of this little set. 
Stamped on white or cream Irish linen — to 





C534—Clothes peg bag. Just slip it on a 
coat hanger and hang it on the line, when 
it will slide along as you hang out the 
clothes. Stamped on strong brown linen 
crash, size finished about 12 x 15 inches — 
price 25 cents; cottons for working, 10 cents. 


C530—Breakfast tray set. It will make the 
invalid feel better just to look at this little 
set, it is so fresh and dainty — deep gold 
marigolds and long green leaves; the hems 
to be finished in rope stitch to match. A 
beautiful gift for the “sick-a-bed" lady. Set 
consists of tray cloth, 15 x 24 inches, servi- 
ette, breakfast cosy and egg cosy—stamped 
on white, French cream or green linen, price 
$1.00; cottons for working, 15 cents. A cosy 
form can be supplied at 35 cents. A small 
piece of flannel or other soft material is all 
that is necessary for the egg cosy. 


be worked in color to match or harmonize 


with your dress. Please state color of linen 


and cotton for working. 


Price per set, 50 


cents: cottons for working, 10 cents. 


C533—Shopping or work 
bag. This design comes 
from India and is really 
wonderfully e f fective. 
Stamped on heavy 
brown linen, wool is 
used for working — the 
flowers in brilliant rose 
turquoise and purple 
and leaves and stems in 
green, the background 
being filled in with dark 
brown. The work 

quite fascinating — 

large chain stitch being 
used. The back is plain. 
Size about 16 inches 
wide and II 
deep: complete ma 
terials, including lining, 

are priced at $1.45. 


inches 


gr 
/ 
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YOURE RIGHT / 
CORNS DO COME BACK 
BIGGER_UGL/ER THAN EVER 
unless removed Root‘and all 






@ Paring at home makes corns come back bigger, 
uglier—more painful—than ever. 

Play safe! Use the new Blue-Jay method. First 
the pain stops instantly, by removing the pressure, 
then the entire corn lifts out Root and All. 

Blue-Jay is a tiny, medicated plaster. Held in 
place by Wet-Pruf adhesive. Get Blue-Jay today. 
25¢ for a package of 6. 


BLUEJAY 


BAUER &6 BLACK 


SCIENTIFIC CORN PLASTERS 


*A plug of dead cells root-like in form and position. If 
left may serve us focal point for renewed development. 





ONE SICK 
HEADACHE 


AFTER ANOTHER 










BUT THAT 
1S ALL OVER 
NOW 






I FEEL grand since I 
began taking the 
ALL-VEGETABLE Laxative, Nature’s Rem- 




















Dependable relief from sick headaches, bil- 
Without Risk get a 25c box of NRs from any 
druggist. Use for a week. If 
price. That’s fair. 
- TABLET S= NR 
by Archie MecKishnie, famous Canadian author. 
free ability test. Get his estimate of your 


edy (NR Tablets). One NR Tablet convinced me 
. . .so mild, thorough, refreshing, invigorating. 
ious spells and that tired-out feeling, when 
caused by or associated with constipation. 
not more than pleased, return the box and we 
will refund purchase 
eo. ee a Wed gp 
ry it NR Tonight hi bees 67, 
~—Tomorrow Alright. laa 

Turn your creative talent into money, guided 

Write stories that sell, as many of his pupils 

are doing. Learn under a master. Send for his 

powers, Shaw Schools Limited (Established 
1892). Dept S-72, Bay-Charles Sts., Toronto. 







it’s 
Fascinating 
Practical 
Profitable 


HAND-LOOM WEAVING 


The rising craft of today—the popular 
hobby of tomorrow —hand-loom weaving 
at home with GUILDCRAFT looms is 
bringing this old-world craft to thousands 
of smart Canadian women. It is so easy— 
so astonishingly fast! It makes so many 
things—<xseful things— gifts, clothing, cur- 
tains, upholstery—things to use, give or 
sell—unique, original, “one-of-a-kind” 
things. You learn so easily and quickly, 
WRITE FOR BOOKLET 
to the Guild of all Arts, Scarborough, Ontario, 


BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES in selling looms 
and weaving goods for sale, Write for terms. 
SERENE UE ESN EA SEMEL SM SAO TR OED ED CE REGS LEN ER RU 
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The Girl Who Asked 
for Trouble 


(Continued from page 89) 





He began experiments about that. He 
went away and got cotton for her to put 
first in one ear and then in the other: he 
held his watch at various distances from 
her. This took so long, that the inspector 
and Jones came to see what was wrong, 
and they remained to observe. It went 
on and on. 

“Now I hear the watch ticking all the 
time!”’ said Victoria. ‘“‘Even when it’s not 
there. It’s no use going on!” 

“Very acute hearing,’”’ Captain Mar- 
tineau remarked. ‘Now lie down on the 
bed, please, just as you were last night. All 
right, inspector!” 

There was another shot that seemed to 
shake the world. She sat up. 

“You'll have to stop this,” she said, 
unsteadily. ‘‘It’s getting on my nerves. I 
told you I didn’t hear a shot——or anything 
else.” 

But they would go on. Captain Mar- 
tineau was very sympathetic, but he 
meant business. Victoria had to sit in the 
chair, while the inspector walked around 
in the other room. : 

“Did you hear that, miss?” he demanded. 

“Yes, I did,”’ said Victoria, affably. ‘TI 
heard you walking. But I might not have 
heard anyone else.” 

“All right!’ said Captain Martineau. 
“Now, if you'll sit down again, Miss 
MacDonald... .” 

They now made experiments with the 
shower bath. Could she hear it this way? 
That way? From here? From there? 
Could she hear the inspector and Jones 
speaking, while the shower was turned on? 
While the bath in her own room was 
running? It went on and on and on. 

“All right!’ she said at last. “I might 
as well tell you—that I don’t know what I 


can hear—or what I’m saying I'm 


lired . am 

“Can’t Miss MacDonald rest now 
asked Jones. ‘‘I’ll send some lunch to vour 
room : 


“I'd rather go downstairs, thanks,”’ said 
Victoria. Because she was afraid she 
would cry if she were alone just now. It 
was nearly two o'clock . . . 

“By all means!” said Captain Mar- 
tineau, benevolently. 


SHE WENT down in the lift, and she 
wanted to see Petrie in the lobby. She 
didn’t want to talk to him. Her mind was 
blank, she had nothing to say, no thought 
at all. She just wanted to see him. But 
there was no one there except Mrs. 
Howard and Jake. side by side on a settee. 

“You poor child!” said Mrs. Howard. 
“You look like a little ghost! Come right 
in and get your lunch.” 

“I couldn’t wait for you,” said Jake. 
“Got in the habit of eating round about 
twelve o’clock, and I don’t like to wait. 
I’m sot in my ways.” 

“Mr. Jacobus is kind enough to praise 
our cooking,”’ said Mrs. Howard. 

“Said it was good enough,” said Jake. 
“But, it’s just a mite too fancy for my 
stummick. Never saw anyone could beat 
Lottie at cooking a good plain meal.” 

Mrs. Howard looked a little shocked, 
but smiled again. 

*‘Now, you poor child!’’ she said. 
me make you comfortable.” 

“I. am comfortable, thanks,” said 
Victoria. ‘I just want a cup of coffee and 
something to eat, and I’d rather not talk.” 

“I know just how you feel,” said Mrs. 
Howard, leading the way into the dining 
room. 

“Sit down here, dear. There you are! 
Now . . Oh!” she stopped, looking 
through the door that led to the lounge. . . 
‘Excuse me, dear, just a minute, but we 
seem to have a new arrival! I know Mr. 
Jones wasn’t expecting anyone. I just 
want to see if everything’s all right.” 

Victoria looked after her as she left the 
dining room. A man in hat and overcoat 
was standing near the desk. It was Robin. 

(To be Continued) 
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Made in Canada by Canadian workmen 


This Shirley Temple Doll is 13 inches long. 


THINK OF IT! 
A GENUINE 


SHIRLEY 
TEMPLE 
DOLL 


@ 
For Your Very Own 


You'll love this adorable doll — the 
very image of her famous name- 
sake. Soft, golden curls — pretty 
hazel eyes that will close — and 
the cutest frock, exactly like one of 
Shirley's own. 


It will come to you with a Shirley Temple 


Button and a naturally tinted 8" x 10" portrait of Shirley with signature, confirming that 
this is one and only Shirley Temple Doll, approved by Shirley and her mother. 
Best of all, you have this lovely doll WITHOUT COST. From your friends and neigh 


bors you 


can easily secure new subscriptions to Chatelaine, to make a total of $4.00. 
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HURLBUT Shoes 


Shey ensure prrfect poature 


Through all the formative years HURLBUT Shoes. 
will guide the growth of the feet of your child. 
There’s a HURLBUT Shoe for every foot from child- 
hood to maturity. They cradle feet normally, 


strengthening the weak—developing the strong 
into the full beauty of nature. 


ae Sa es ‘ iain lian 





lust ucaah aera 


House-cleaning is no task at all when you use 
Gillett’s Pure Flake Lye. A solution of 1 tea- 
spoonful dissolved in a quart of cold* water just 
washes the dirt right off! You do no hard rub- 
bing. Toilet bowls and sluggish drains are kept 
clean and freely flowing when you use Gillett’s 
Lye full strength. Keep a tin always handy. 


93 


bil = 


tts alesson to us. 


It was a tribal custom of the 
Flathead Indians. The mother 
put a pressure on the fore- 
head of her child. The strong 
bones of its forehead flattened 
out—with a weird effect on 
the shape of the child's head 
—and ill effects on its health. 


It was the result of ignorance 
—we would not do it. 


It takes twenty years to 
grow a normal foot, 
and a child outgrows its 
shoes every six months. 












Bae oe 


way 









You can get four One-year s bscriptions at $1.00; or two Three-year subscriptions, at 
$2.00 each—or any combination of these that will make a total of $4.00. But please 
remember, these must not include a subscription from your own home, and they must 
not be paid for by the person who sends for the doll. They must be from other people, 


Save yourself hours of tiresome work. 


* Never dissolve lye in hot water. The 
action of the lye itself heats the water. 


and this love y doll is your reward for sec ring them for us. Write the names and 
addresses of the subscribers plainly and your name and address, and attach a clipping i 
Forward with the $4.00, and we will senl you the Doll at once. | FREE BOOKLET — The Gillett’s Lye Booklet tells how > 


of this announcement. 


JEAN TRAVIS, CHATELAINE, 481 UNIVERSITY AVENUE, TORONTO 
ee  —————————————————— 


to use this powerful cleanser for dozens of tasks. Send 
for free copy to Standard Brands Ltd., Fraser Ave. and 
Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 
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These Stores Sell 


ONTARIO 
. R. 





ted 
m—The Shi on Co. Ltd. 
Walker Stores Ltd. 
|. & M. Cairns 
8. 8. Co, Ltd. 
London Si > aes 
J. M. Young & Co. Ltd. 


Walker Stores Ltd. 
& Matters Ltd. 
Kresge Co. Lid. 





White Store 
Kresge Co. Ltd. 





T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 
ee dens. 1381 Main Street 
Kellar — lid., 1121 Main 
ae ieee Co, Ltd., 45 King 

East 
tan Bienes Ltd., 321 
8 Goods, 1147 Main 
The Bight, House 
fF Stewart Dry WS tio Barton 
Street, Hast 
Zel Mere Limited, 22 James Street, 
= F. Graff & Co. 
ad 
Muntevitie~ Wardel 


erate age te 


1 8 Palte Abitibi “Power & 
Co. Lid., Mercantile 


R. 8. Morrison, 664 Dundas Street 

Smaliman & fi Lid. 

R. J Young & . Ltd. 

Zellers Limited, 176 Dundas Street 
Templeton & Co. 
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Simplicity 
Patterns 


Simplicity Patterns are featured every month in Chatelaine, and are sold from 


coast to coast in Canada. 


If your local store does not handle them, write to 


the Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, 481 University Ave., Toronto. 


ae Falls—S. S. Kresge Co. 


C. Wallace & Co. 
a Bay—Walker Stores Ltd. 
Zellers Limited 
Oakville—E. P. Lunau 
Oshawa—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 
Zellers Limited 
wa—Bryson Graham Co. Ltd. 
wy R. Duff, 695 Somerset Street 
J. Freiman Ltd. 
& S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 89-95 
Rideau Street 
S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 180 Sparks 
Street 
Larocque’s (Reg’d) Dept. Store 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd, 5 
Rideau Street 
—— Stores Ltd, 194 
Sparks Street 
Murphy Gamble Ltd. 
Zellers Limited, 156 Sparks Street 
Owen Sound—S. C. Dunbar & Sons 
Wm. T. Lee & Sons Ltd. 
Paisley W ‘fall Theaker 


Pembroke—A. J. ane Ltd, 
h—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 


oe General Store 
Picton—G. EF. Fraser Sons Ltd. 
Plattsville—The J. B. English Co. 
Port Arthur—S. S. Kresge Co. Lid 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Zellers we 
Hopkins 


Port 
Port ile nein: Barber Co. 
Preston—S. L. Hahn & Co. 
= a—R. 8. Brown & Son 
land—Alex Mattar & Co. 
se Catharines—-S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 
Novelty Silk Shoppe 
C. Wallace & Co. 


Zellers Limited 
St. Jacobs—C. q Trapp 
St. Marys—A. H. Lofft & Co. Ltd. 
St. Thomas—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 


Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Sarnia—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 
The R. Stirrett Co. Ltd. 
Zellers Limited 
ult _ Marie—S. S. Kresge Co. 


Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Seaforth—-Stewart Bros. 
Selkirk—D. W. Hilborn 
— Rock Falls—Abitibi Power & 
r Co. Ltd., Mercantile Dept. 
Strat ord—J. J. Crosier & Co. 
S. 8. Kresge Co. Ltd. 
Metropolitan Stores Lid 
pee eee Woollen Mills 
Sturgeon Falis—J. W. Rochon 
Sudbury—Metropolitan Stores Ltd.. 
58-60 Durham Street 
Sutton West—G. F. McDonald 
Tamworth—-Haggerty & White 
Tara—J. R. Van Dusen 
Tavisteck—E. Weitzel 
Thoreid—Stoyanoff Bros. 
Tilbury—J. Courey 
Tillsonburg— Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Walker Stores — 


Timmins—Sam B etsky 
Toronto—A. Aulous,. 288 Eglinton 
Avenue W 


Algentes % “Co. 710 Bloor Street 


Armitage’ . 2454 Danforth Avenue 

The Book Sheif, 3293 Yonge Street 

James A. Byers, 569 Danforth Ave. 

Dixon’s Dry Goods. 1232 Danforth 
Avenue 

The T. Eaton Co. Ltd.. Annex 

Miss A. Ewington, 325 Jane Street 

Fell’s Dry Goods, 280 Avenue Road 

A. Gotlib, 611 College Street 

Grafstein’s Silk Store, 278 College 
Street 

Grinstead’s New Economic. 1223 
Bloor Street West 

8S. 8. Kresge Co. Ltd., 2064 Dan- 
forth Avenue 

8S. 8S. Kresge Co. Lid.. 535 Dan- 
forth Avenue 

S. 8. Kresge Co. Ltd., 2458 Yonge 
Street 

8S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 992 Bloor 
Street West 

8. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 2890 Dun- 
das Street West 

S. 8. Kresge Co. Ltd, 1200 St. 
Clair Avenue West 

S. 8. Kresge Co, Lid., 2040 Queen 
Street East 

S. 8S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 179 Ron- 
cesvalles Avenue 

8S. S. Kresge Co. Lid., 572 Bloor 
Street West 

8S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd, St. Clair 
Avenue & Vaughan Road 


8. 8. wg Co. Ltd., 2322 Bloor 
Street Wes 

Metropolitan’ "teres Ltd., 226 
Yonge Street 

Metropolitan Stores Ltd.. 958 
Bloor Street West 

G cane 565 Mt. Pleasant 


Mrs. R. Pearce, 1090 Bathurst St. 

Lillian M. Roberts, 625 Bayview 
Avenue 

The Robert Simpson Co. Ltd. 

Mrs. V. Simpson, Oakwoed & 
Vaughan Road 

Miss Mary Torrance, 2300 Bloor 


Street West 

Walker Stores Ltd.. 604 Bloor 
Street West 

Walker Stores Ltd., 1010 Bloor 
Street West 

Walker Stores Ltd., 2318 Bloor 
Street West 

Walker Stores Lid.. 2919 Dundas 
Street West 

Walker Stores Ltd., 1844 Eglin- 


ton Avenue West 
Walker Stores Ltd., 2519 Yonge 


Street 
M. Zabrack Dry Goods Co., 649 
Cone Street 


weed—Kerr & Co. 

Vankleek Hill—A. Poirier 
aterford—tLeo Lefler 

Waterloo—Wettlaufer Bros. 

Watferd—A. Brown 

Welland—The Ross Co. Lid. 

West Lorne—J. T. Lemon & Sons 

West Monkton—Weber & Betiger 

Whitby—The Mercantile Dept. Store 

— Robertson- Cheshire 


Windeor—Rartiet McDonald & Gow 


H. Gray Limited, 1733 Ottawa St. 
8S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 215 Quel- 
lette Street 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 309-19 
Ouellette Street 
Wingham—H. FE. Isard 
Weedbridge—Mrs. Fred Bags 
Woedstock— Metropolitan Stores Ltd, 


SASKATCHEWAN 


Admiral—H. Elliott 
Assiniboia—The Red and White 
Store 
Avoniea—McRorie Bros. 
Bruno—A. P. Schwinghamer 
Climax—John E. Gryde 
Hazilet—Hazilet Trading Store 
Hudson's Bay Junction—A. J. 
Bernier 
Humboldt—Bruser’s Ltd. 
Lioydminster—The Lioydminster Co- 
operative Association 
M I—N. H. Johnson & Sons 
Melfort—Melfort Grain Growers’ 
Association Ltd. 
Melville—Lercher & Kanee 
Meryin—Cox Bros. 
Moose Jaw—Joyner’s Ltd. 
S. 8. Kresge Co. Ltd., 212 Main 
Street North 
Nipawin—P. Kent 
Nerth Battieford—ay's 
Prince Albert-——-M. & ©. Williamson 
Radville—J. Shibley 
Regina—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd.. 1911 
Eleventh Avenue 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., Eleventh 
Avenue & Rose Stzeet 
R. H. Williams & Sons Ltd. 
Saskatoon—The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 
Hudson's Bay Co. 
S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd.. 224-2Ist 
Street East 
McGowan’s Ltd. 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 117 
Second Avenue South 
Shaunavon—Hugh Stevenson Ltd 
Smeaton—Manville Stores Ltd 
Swift Current—The W. W. Cooper 
Co. Ltd. 
Tisdale—Tisdale Supply Co. 
Yorkton—Henry Beck 
Hudson's Bay Co 


MANITOBA 


Brandon—Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 
808 Rosser Avenue 
Dauphin—People’s Store 
es. Dalrymple 
mieta—S. Sweid 
Killarney M. C. Dunn & Co, 
Notre vom de Lourdes—X. Dela- 


quis & ¢ 
Pertap e La Prairie—N. J. Prior & 
‘o. 


Russell—A. Astbury 

Souris—Community Dry Goods 

Winnipeg—The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 
Hudson's Bay Co. 


S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 368 Port- 
age Avenue 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., Carleton 


& Portage Avenue 


ALBERTA 
Banff—Dave White & Sons Ltd. 
Calgary—Hudson's Bay Co. 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 235 Eighth 
Avenue West 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 324 
Eighth Avenue 
Webb's, Ross Block, Hilthurst 
Webb's. 214A Sth Avenue. West 
Camrose—J. A. Young & Co. 
Cardsten— Model Millinery 
Claresholm—-J. M. Soby 
Didsbury—Ranton’s Ltd. 
Drumheller—Fulton’s Ltd. 
Edmenton—The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd, 101st 
St. & 10th Avenue 
C. Woodward Ltd. 
Granum—W. B. Rogers 
Hardisty—E. H. Ruttan & Son 
Hay Lake—D. F. Hughes 
High River—Matthewson Bros. 
Holden—Nu-Way Stores Ltd. 
Lethbri S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 
321 Fifth Street, South 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 317 5th 
Avenue, South 
Supina Mercantile Co.. 230 13th 
Street. North 
Magrath—Magrath Trading Co. Ltd. 
Medicine Hat—Teco Store 
Nordegg—Big Horn Trading Co. 
Raymond—Raymond Mercantile Co. 
Resky Mountain House—Thlie Killico 
Store 
St. Paul—Brosseau Bros. Ltd. 
Standard—J. . Hansen & Co. 
Stettler—Sharpe & Page 
Tofield—-H. F&. Rogers 
Vulcan—F. M. Anderson Co. 


BRITISH COLUMBIA 
Armstrong—E. G. & E. Piggott 
Chilliwack—David Spencer Ltd. 
Cemede-~ he Fink Mercantile Co. 

Ad. 
Duncan—H_ W. Fox 
Kamloops—Hucdson’s Bay Co. 
Reagee ime dJerman Hunt Kelowna 
td. 
Mission City—Des Brisay’s Depart- 
mental Store 
Nanaime—David Spencer Ltd. 
A. W. Whittingham 
Nelson—Hucdson's Bay Co. 
New Westminster—wW. 5S. Collister 
S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 679 Colum- 
bia St. 
Oliver—C. D. Collen 
Prince Rupert—i. M. Earl 
Vancouver—Frost’s Dry Gente, 6257 
Fraser St. 
Frost's Dry Goods, 14s Com- 
mercial Drive 
8._S. Kresge Co. Lid., 327 West 
Hastings Street 
McKee's Ltd., 1409 Kingsway 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., 53 
Hastings Street 
Osborne’s Kerrisdale Dry Goods, 
2106 West 4ist Avenue 
David Spencer Ltd 
Woodwards Ltd. 
Vernon—Hudson’s Bay Co. 
Victoria—S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 
1100 Douglas Street 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd., Douglas 
& Yates Streets 


PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
Chapiesenonn—Deeteepatiian Stores 
AC 
Prowse Bros. Ltd, 


NEW BRUNSWICK 
Campbeliten—Miniature Department 
Store 
Chatham—David Sadler 
Dathousie—Miss Eva Bouchard 
Edmundston—Jolin J. Daigle 
Fredericton— Metropolitan Stores 
Ltd., 466 Queen Street 
Zellers Limited, Queen Street 
Moncton—J. D. Creaghan Co. Ltd. 
Fergusson’s Ltd. 
St. John-—Manchester Robertson 
Allison Ltd. 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Zellers Limited 
Woeodstock—-The Estabrook Store 


NOVA SCOTIA 
Annapolis Royal—Price & Co. 
Bridgewater—The Royal Store 
Digby—The Royal Store 
Glare Bay—Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 
Halifax—-The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 

Metropolitan Stores Lid., Barring- 
ton Street 


Reeee—Kentvite Dry Goods Co. 

t¢ 

Middieton—The Royal Store 

New Glasgow—Thle Goodman Co. 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd.. 55 Pro- 

vost Street 

Springhill—D. Murray & Co. 

Westville—MacKenzie Bros. 

Yarmouth—The Yarmouth Royal 
Store Ltd. 


QUEBEC 

Acton Vale—Mide. Jos. Beaugrand 
Asbestos—Hector Boudreau 
Ayers Cliff—A. H. Slack 
Bagotville—Roberge & Frere. Enrg. 
Beaueeville—P. F. Renault Ltd. 
Beauharnois—J. N. Marchand 
Bedford—L. H. Langevin 
Beloeii—Miles. L. & C. Dauphinais 
Berthierville—D. Tessier 
Bienville—E. EK. Lemieux 
Brownsburg—H. Pariseau 
Buckingham—MceCallum & Lahaie 
Cap de la Madeleine—Mde. Jos. 

Lepine 
Cartierville—Mme. R. Gauthier 
Chambly—A. Brien 
Charny—Mde. L. P. Carrier 
Chicoutimi—Mide. Menri de Moor 
Chicoutimi West—Riverin & Perron 
Coaticook—Joseph Durocher 
Cowansville—Ritz 5c to $1 Store 
Danville—Joseph Coté 
Dolbeau, Lae St. Jean—Mde. L. 

Lambert 
Drummondville—Mde. R. Joyal 

P. Languerand 
Dunham—Miies. Ty & J. Beauvais 
East Angus—Mude_ ©. Bergeron 
East Broughton Station—D. L. 

Nadeau 
Farnham—S._ Hashim 
Granby—J. O. Lamoureux 
Grand’ Mére—Markus Hanna & Sons 
Hull—Metropolitan Stores Ltd 

J. Pharand, 8591 Champlain Ave. 
Joliette—Mcde. D. Blouin 
Jonquiere—J. W. Gagnon 
Knowlten—F. N. Williams 
Lachine—Dominion Remnant Stores 


Lt 
Lachute—W. Banford & Son 
La Sarre—G. bk. Lambert 
L’Assomption—Pauze & Fils, Enrg. 
La Tuque—Mde. E. L. Banville 
Frank Spain 
L’ Epiphanie—Monahan & Desjardins 
Limoilou—C. E. Tremblay 
Louiseville—J. H. Langevin 
Magog—Made. U. Gagné 
Maniwaki—Anastase Roy 
Marieville—J. E. Bergeron 
Mont Laurier—Mme. Alphonse 
Paquette 
Montmagny—Eugene Bernatchez 
Montreal—Au Bon Marché, 2009 
Masson Street 
G. papereneed, 1208 Mount Royal 


Ea 

G. omen, 6706 St. Hubert 
Street 

R. Bergeron, 2516 Beaubien Fast 
Mde. P. Boyer, 2318 Frontenac 
Street 

J. A. Bruce & Co., 1316 Mt. Royal 
Avenue East 

J._A. Bruce & Co,., 3035 Notre 
Dame Street West 
A. Bruce & Co., 1555 St. 
“Catherine Street East 

A. Chapdelaine, 4270 Notre Dame 
Street West 

H. Chapdelaine, 1879 Ontario 
Street East 

Chez Carmen, Enrg., 3663 St. 
Catherine Street East 

Joseph Corbeil, 6500 St. Hubert 
Street 

Dominion Remnant Stores Ltd.. 
3116 Masson Street 

Dominion Remnant Stores Ltd., 
5903 Sherbrooke Street West 

Mme. P. Dubuc, 4051 Hochelaga 
Street 

Dupuis Fréres Ltd., 865 St. Cath- 
erine Street East 

The T. Eaton Co. Ltd. 

J. D. Farmer, 1817 Mt. Royal 
Street Kast 

Federal 5c to $1 Stores Ltd., 
1302 St. Catherine Street East 

Federal 5e to $1 Stores Ltd., 
3912 Ontario Street East 

Federal Se to $1 Stores Ltd., 
6891 St. Hubert Street 

Mrs. 8. Fry, 4828 Sherbrooke 


Miles. J. & E. Godbout, 600 


Jarry Street 
Ant. Gosselin, 7058 St. Hubert 


Street 


Mile. Marie Gosselin, 6992 St. 
Denis Street 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., Mt, Royal 

& St. Lawrence Blvd. 

S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 1679 Mt. 

Royal Avenue East 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 4025 Wel- 
lington Street 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 5647 Park 
Avenue 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 5732 Sher- 
brooke Street 

S._ 8S. Kresge Co, Lid.. 6583 St. 
Hubert Street 

S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., Victoria & 
St. Catherine Streets 

St. Catherine Street Fast 

Mrs. I. A. Laberge, 9671 Notre 
Dame East 

G. A. Langlois, 7568 St. Hubert 
Street 

Jean Leroux, 2012 Rosemount Blvd. 

Mrs. A. L. Levasseur. 3707 On- 
tario East 

Magasin de Poches, 1150 Mt. 
Royal East 

L J Messier Ltd., Mt. Royal & 
Fabre 

Metropolitan Stores Ltd.. 891 St 
Catherine S West 

G. Montpetit. 5 Adam Street 

A. Pelletier, 7410 De Gaspé Street 

T. Poissant, 6821 St. Lawrence 


wh 





‘d. 
leo Rivet, 3917 St. Catherine 
Street East 
The Robt. Simpson Co. Ltd 
Noranda—L’Economie—Mde. 0. D 
Fontaine 
Plessisville—Mme. Vve. A. Michaud 
Pointe-aux-Trembles—Jos. Casaubon 
Quebec—L. Bouchard, 760 St. Valier 


Street 
T. D. Dubuc, 216 St. Johns Street 
S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 175-181 


St. Joseph Street 
S._S. Kresge Co. Ltd., 732 St. 
Valier Street 
S. S. Kresge Co. Ltd.. 248 St. 
Johns Street 
Metropolitan Stores Ltd.. 205 St. 
Joseph Street 
The Paquet Co. Ltd. 
Syndicat de Québec, 225 St 
Joseph Street 
Zellers Limited, 228 St. Johns St. 
Richmond—H. Charpentier 
Rimouski—Talbot Limited 
Riviere du Loup—N. Kirallah 
Roberval—Au Bon Ton 
Rouyn—Mde. Harry Girard 
= fase de Bellevue—G. Daoust 
e. 
St. Barthelemi—Jos. Mercure 
St. Cesaire, Co. Rouville—iErnest 
Lanoie 
Ste. Croix—J. H. Laroche 
St. Denis sur Richelieu—A. Huard 
St. Felicien—Mde. Ludger Lepage 
St. Felix de Valois—Mme. L. Lebeau 
St. Gabriel de Branden—J. M. 
Comeau 
St. George East (Co. Beauce) — 
J. Albert Veilleux 
St. Hyacinthe—Allaire & Sansoucy, 
88 Mondor Street 
Mde. Z. Blanchard, 124 Cascades 
Raoul Gaudet, 149 Cascades 
Emile Laroche, 14 Bourdage Street 
St. Jerome—Le Bazar de St. Jerome. 


nrg 
St. Johns—G. Beauregard 

Mme. Constance Lerey 
St. Joseph d’Alma—Ernest Lapointe 
St. Joseph de Grantham—Mude. N. 

Dion 
St. Lambert, Chambly Co.—Mde. EF 

Lavaliée 
St. Liboire—L. Z. Gosselin 
St. Lin—Antonio More} 

. Marie de Beauce—L. P. Lacroix 
St. Pascal—Henri (hapleau 

igan Falls—M. Ayoup 
Matteau 5c to $1 Store 
Sherbrooke— Metropolitan Stores Ltd. 

C. O. Saint Jean Ltd. 

Zellers Limited 
Sorel—Chas. Arpin 

. Leon Ferron 
Sutton—R. J. Buckle 
Three Rivers—J. L. Fortin Ltd. 

8. S. Kresge Co. Ltd. 

Zellers Limited 
Valleyfield—Mile. Fabriola Houle 
Verdun—Dominion Remnant Stores 

Lid., 3952 Wellington Street 

Dominion Remnant Stores Ltd., 

5001 Wellington Street 
Victoriaville—J. KE. Roberge 
Warwick—F. O. Baril 
Waterloo—D. Girard 
Windsor Mills—Joseph Coté 
Yamachiche—J. D. Villemure 
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ONLY worthy products and services are accepted for introduction to Chatelaine 
homes through the advertising pages of Chatelaine. Readers, therefore, can 
buy the lines advertised in Chatelaine with confidence of satisfactory service. 
By insisting on trademarked lines of known quality and value, Chatelaine 


readers avoid costly mistakes when buying for their homes. qo 


Alka Seltzer Listerine Toothpaste ... 
American Can Company .... Listerine Toothpaste ........... 49 
Anacin Lux Toilet Soap 


Aspirin . Lux 


Baby's Own Tablets 


Baver & Black 

Bayer Aspirin 
Beecham's Pills 

Birds Custard 

Bissells Carpet Sweeper 
Bon Ami 

Bordens-St. Charles Milk 
Bovril 

Brownatone 


Macdonald's Tobacco 

Maxwell House Coffee 
Maybelline 

McGlashan, Clarke Co. Ltd. ... 
Mecca Ointment 

Meltonian Cream 

Mercolized Wax 

Metropolitan Life Insurance Co. 


No matter what the dish—roast, chop, 
fricassee, stew, or fish—a dash of 


ww L wa 
SALSA 


Yorkshire Relish (thick or thin) 
quickens the appetite and stimulates 
the taste. ‘Always put it on the table. 
Yorkshire Relish 


is made (and 


matured for 3 years) for those who 


Campbell Soups 

Canadian General Electric Co.. 
Canadian Westinghouse . 
Carter's Little Liver Pills . 
Canadian Shredded Wheat Co. 
Castoria 

"Cello" Tip Cigarettes 
Chalfonte Haddon Hall 


love flavour; it is a rich, spicy sauce 
which really brings out the best in 
food. 30c per bottle. For those who 
like thick sauce, there is now York- 
shire Relish Thick, a worthy com- 
panion to the original. 30c per bottle. 


National Employment Commission 
Nature's Remedy 
Nuggett Shoe Polish 
Canadian Distributors: 


Langley Harris & Co. Ltd. 








Chesebrough Vaseline 

Colgate Ribbon Dental Cream. . 
Congoleum: Rugs 

Cory Coffee Maker 

Cox Gelatine 

Crane Limited 

Cream of Wheat 

Cutex 


Daggett & Ramsdell 

Dominion Oilcloth .... Second Cover 
Dr. Jackson Roman Meal ...... 95 
Dr. Schols Zino Pads 50 


Edison Mazda Lamps él 
Evan Williams Shampoo 


Fels Naptha Soap 
Findlay's Limited 
Flexees 

Frostillo 

Fry's Cocoa 


Gillett's Lye 
Goddard's Plate Powder 
Gossard Corsets . 


CO A ae 
H. P. Sauce .. ate 
Hawes Floor Wax 


Innoxa 


Jergen's Lotion * 
JohneManville Co. ae 
Johnson & Johnson Baby Powder 


Kellogg's Rice Krispies 
Kissproof 

Kleenex 

Knox Gelatine 

Kotex 

Kruschen Salts 


Laurason's Snowflake Ammonia. . 

ONG RO! Re ae ee 80 
Lever Bros. ; .... Third Cover 
Libby, McNeill & Libby ........ 71 


Old English Wax 
Oneida Community 
Orlex 

Oxydol 

Ozite Rugs 


Paris Paté 


Phillips Milk of Magnesia 

Pond's Cream 

Princess Pat 

Prudential Insurance Co. ...... 


Quaker Natural Bran 
Quaker Puffed Goods 


Regent Knitting Co. .......... 
Rendells 

Richard Hudnut 

Rolls Razor 

Royal Bank 


Sani Flush 

SGvGGG: BNOR GG, sy s,s cic4n aus 
Scarf, F. W. ..... 

Scott's Emulsion 

Sergeant's Dog Medicine 

Shirriffs Fourth Cover 
Singer Sewing Machine 

Sloan's Liniment .. 


Steedman's Powders . 
Sunlight Soap 

Sweet Caporal Cigarettes .. 
Swift Canadian 


Tudor Plate 

Viyella 

Welney's Hand Charm 
Women's Institute 5 as 
Wonder Worker Polish 
Woodbury's Facial Soap .. 
Woods Underwear . 


Yorkshire Relish 


Compiled as a convenience to the readers of Chatelaine: 
this index is not guaranteed against occasional error or 


omission, but the greatest care is taken to ensure accuracy. 


Toronto Montreal 
Winnipeg 
Oceanic Sales Ltd. 


Vancouver 


Tell us if you have any difficulty in 
obtaining either. 


“How Are You Feeling, Doctor?” 


I SOMETIMES think that my friends 

are just a little disappointed at my 
constant good health at almost 80 years 
of age. Can it be envy—or just a peculi- 
arity of human nature? 


From the tone of his voice, I think the 
man who asked me the other day: “How 
are you feeling these days, Doctor?” 
would have been a little pleased if I had 
said: “Oh, just fair to middling”. Per- 
haps it does get a littlke monotonous to 
have me always say: “Fine—couldn’t 
be better—feel like a fighting cock, etc.” 


As a matter of fact, I worked like a 
navvy this past summer—much of it in 
the blazing sun on my farm, wearing 
only shorts and shoes, stripped to the 
waist. I dug and shovelled and chopped 
like a “hired man” and I’ll soon be 80 
years old. 


That’s the way every man should feel, 
yes, and every woman, and can feel at 
80 and beyond, if he or she is prepared 
to pay the price. And what is the price? 
Live according to nature’s health laws. 


There is no Royal road, but there is a 
sure and certain road, or I should not 
be here at all, not to speak of being in 
ideal health, so fit at almost 80 that I 
defy old age and disease of any kind. 


If the reader would emulate my achieve- 
ment here is how to do it. Make two- 
thirds to three-fourths of the daily meals 
from Roman Meal, Bekus-Puddy or 
Lishus, amd raw fruits and raw vege- 
tables. The other third or fourth may 


be almost any sensible item of food. 
Exercise the muscles daily for at least 
20 minutes, following some good system. 
If you have no chart of exercises, send 
50c. to me for a copy of my book 
“SYSTEMATIZED MUSCLE’ EXER- 
CISES”. Drink water or preferably 
Kofy-Sub, a most delicious beverage, 
especially when iced. Bathe or take a 
cool rub-down and an air bath daily. 
Walk as much as possible. Sleep in a 
well-ventilated room winter and sum- 
mer. Keep an optimistic outlook and 
upturned mind. Keep nerves, muscles 
and mind untensed and nothing can 
keep you down. Write for proof 
from a great uni- -: 
versity that the Dr. 
Jackson products 
are by far the most 
important foods 
known for rebuild- 
ing and maintain- 
ing a normal min- 
eral reserve in the 
blood, your first 
defense against old 
age, disease, fatigue 
and premature 
death, furnished 
free. Address: Robt. 
G. Jackson, M_.D., 
516 Vine Ave., 

Toronto, 


8-37 
The above is from a 


uf. photograph of Robt. 
P G. Jackson, M. D., 
taken in his 77th year. 
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by GOSSARD! 


Thefiveimportant fashion themes 
for Fall place greater than ever 
emphasis on figure lines. Moy- 
enage...Directoire...the 1900 sil- 
houette (inspired by Mae West's 
latest picture) ...sculptured 
drapery...and the corselet waist- 
lines — all require a concave 
diaphragm, stem-like waist, high 
youthful breast and slim hips. 
The MisSimplicity back straps 
pull diagonally to mould and con- 
trol your figure to lines of beauty. 
The photograph shows Model 
6688 


The GOSSARD 
Line ff leauly 


Sold by Department Stores and 
Leading Shops. 


* 


THE CANADIAN H.W. GOSSARD Co. 
LIMITED 


Toronto 2, Canada 


Chicago @ New York @ San Francisco @ Dalias 
Atlanta @ Meibourne @ Sydney @ Buenos Aires 


Sizes, material requirements and prices for 


Simplicity patterns on pages 39, 40, 41, 42 


No. 2574—Sizes 14, 16, 18, 20 and 40. 
Size 16 requires 33g yards of 39-inch 
fabric; 214 yards of 54-inch fabric. 
Price, 25 cents. 

No. 2577—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. 
Size 16 requires 354 yards of 39-inch 
fabric; 234 yards of 54-inch fabric. 
Trimming: 234 yards of 14-inch ribbon. 
Price, 25 cents. 

No. 2569—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. 
Size 16 requires 514 yards of 39-inch 
fabric; 414 yards of 44-inch fabric; 3 
yards of 72-inch fabric. Sash and Trim- 
ming: 334 yards of 3-inch ribbon in each 
color. Price, 25 cents. 

No. 2573—Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires for Skirt and Jacket: 
3% yards of 39-inch fabric; 254 yards of 
54-inch fabric. Blouse: 114 yards of 35- or 
39-inch fabric. 6-inch slide fastener. 
Price, 25 cents. 

No. 2523—Sizes 12, 14, 16, 18 and 20. 
Size 16 requires 3’ yards of 54-inch 
fabric. Slide fastener for side placket: 
8-inch length. Price, 15 cents. 

No. 2526—Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires 414 yards 39-inch 
fabric. Pleating: 13g yards. Pattern 
price is 15 cents. 

No. 2566—Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires 414 yards of 54-inch 
fabric. Slide fastener for side placket: 
8-inch. Fur banding for collar and pockets: 
4 yard. Price, 25 cents. 

No. 2568—Sizes 2, 4, 6 and 8. Size 6 
requires 2% yards of 35-inch fabric; 


2 yards of 39-inch fabric. Contrast: 


34 yard of 35-inch or 39-inch fabric. | 


Price of pattern 15 cents. 
No. 2587—Sizes 2, 4, 6, and 8. Size 6 
requires for Suit: 2%¢ yards of 35-inch 


fabric; 214 yards of 39-inch; 134 yards of | 
1 yard of 35- or | 
“ . ° ° - orc | 
39-inch fabric. Price of pattern, 25 cents. | 


54-inch fabric. Blouse: 


No. 2578—Sizes 2, 4, 6 and 8. Size 6 


requires 214 yards of 35-inch fabric; 17% | 
yards of 39-inch fabric; 134 yards of 54- | 
inch. Contrast: 14 yard of 35- or 39-inch | 
fabric. Rickrack Braid: 314 yards. Price, | 


is 20 cents. 


No. 2589—Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. | 


Size 12 requires 3!4 yards of 35-inch 
fabric; 274 yards of 39-inch fabric. Price 
20 cents. 

No. 2579—Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. 
Size 12 requires 31< yards of 35-inch 
fabric; 274 yards of 39-inch fabric; 2 yards 
of 54-inch fabric. 
35- or 39-inch fabric. 
9-inch length. Price, 15 cents. 

No. 2595 
Size 22 requires for Above: 
39- or 54-inch fabric. Trimming: 34 yard 
of 6-inch ribbon. Below: 1 yard of 39-inch 
fabric; 34 yard of 54-inch fabric. Head- 


band and Bow: 1% yards of 1-inch gros- | 


grain ribbon. Price, 15 cents. 

No. 2588—Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
42. Size 34 requires for Above: 134 yards 
of 39-inch fabric; 134 yards of 54-inch 
fabric. Below: 
fabric. Price, 15 cents. 


This is Chatelaine Pattern No. 1601 


= 


Price 15 cents. 


Sizes 32 to 42. 


Available 


only by 


mail order to Pattern 


Dept., 


Chatelaine 


Magazine, 481 Uni- 
versity Ave., Toronto. 


Contrast: 14 yard of | 
Slide fastener: | 


Head sizes 21, 22 and 23. | 
7% yard of | 


1144 yards of 39-inch 
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YOU'LL ALWAYS BE SMART 
IN VIYELLA ... and the exciting 


features of the new fall dresses are 
the gay Scottish tartans and the 
“corseted look,” which demands a 
material that retains its lines. Because 
Viyella tailors smoothly, gracefully, 
and never “‘sits out’ in the back, it 
is the selection superb. 


Skilfully woven, Viyella is protect- 
ingly warm for brisk days; yet its 
light weight gives joyful freedom for 
walking, shopping and calling. Of 
“expensive texture,” this soft English 
flannel is provenly economical — it 
washes repeatedly, without shrink- 
ing or losing shape. 


Viyella is offered in authentic tartans, 
stripes, and bright fall solid colors 
..- by the yard and in ready-made 
dresses. Ask for Viyella at your fa- 
vorite store or write direct to William 
Hollins & Co. Ltd., 266 King Street, 
Toronto, Dept. B. 


Vj yella 


washable and colorfast 
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RICHER SUDS 





THE NEW 





N tub washing, the New 1937 Rinso gives richer, livelier suds 
I that loosen dirt in as little as 10 minutes—yet Rinso is safe 
even for overnight soaking. White clothes come out shades 
whiter. And coloured things washed 125 times in the New Rinso 
suds come out practically like new. No hard scrubbing or boiling. 
Clothes last 2 or 3 times longer. Rinso is grand for dishes and all 
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A MONTH LATER 


'D HARDLY KNOW 
MY SKINS FRESHER 


AND CLEARER 
EVERY DAY 


THE NEW RINSO GIVES 


THAT WASHER SALESMAN CERTAINLY 
KNEW WHAT HE WAS TALKING ABOUT, 





WHEN | FOUND THE WAY TO 
STOP "B.O” | STUMBLED ON A GRAND 


COMPLEXION SECRET 


ONE NIGHT AT A DANCE 


NONSENSE ! WHY 












THE SKIN ON DONT YOU TRY 

YOUR BACK AND UNFORTUNATELY, THE SAME SOAP LIFEBUOY ? WHY I 
SHOULDERS MEN LIKE NICE ON YOUR FACE NEVER THOUGHT ! 
IS GORGEOUS... COMPLEXIONS, TOO. THAT YOU USE | USE IT FOR 


THATS WHY I'M 
HIDING OUT HERE. 


1 GUESS IM SPECIAL INGREDIENT ‘LL SURELY 
HOPELESS / THAT HELPS STOP TRY IT 
“B.0” 










YOURE BEING 
















RUSHED OFF YOUR INDEED IT DID! iM 
STILL ME! FEET TONIGHT ! A “ONE SOAP WOMAN” 
GUESS MY ADVICE FROM NOW ON. 
DID DO GOOD! AND THE ONE SOAP 


he IS LIFEBUOY 

















RINSO WASHES CLOTHES 
MUCH WHITER 





IT'S SAFE 
FOR COLOURS 





YES ~— THOSE NEW RINSO SUDS 
ARE FASTER- ACTING AND 








RINSO 


cleaning. Dishes, pots and pans come sparkling clean without a 
trace of greasy film on them. Easy as ever on hands. Keeps them 
smooth, white and lovely. Rinso is economical—a little goes a 
long way. No bar soaps, chips or powders needed — even in 
hardest water. Get the BIG household package. Use it for sinks, 
tile, woodwork, glassware—for a// cleaning. 













FOR YOUR BATH? BATHING BECAUSE 
| KNOW IT HAS A 









RINSO CUTS 
WASHING TIME 


LATER (wiTHOUTA DOU! MY CLOTHES ARE AT LEAST 
5 SHADES WHITER THAN WHEN | USED ORDINARY SOAPS. 

























BUT DONT YOU KNOW THAT 
SAME INGREDIENT MAKES 
LIFEBUOY 20% MILDER ? ALL 
THE GIRLS IN MY CROWD DEPEND 
ON IT FOR COMPLEXION CARE 
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Why millions use Lifebuoy for 
both complexion and bath 


Gust today to “baby” your skin al// over— 
face as well as body — with Lifebuoy’'s 
extra-gentle lather! That same special puri- 
fying ingredient in the thorough lather that 
stops ‘‘B.O.” also makes Lifebuoy milder— 
over 20% milder by test than many s0- -called 

“beauty soaps” and “‘baby soaps.’’ And don't, 
for anything, neglect bathing regularly with 
Lifebuoy! ... 
Every day... 
You can depend 
on Lifebuoy 
lather to keep 
you immacu- 
lately clean... 
Lifebuoy gives 
lasting fresh- NS 
ness. Good Messolatal Bureau 




















RINSO SUDS 
STAND UP LONGER 
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FIND "TREASURE" IN CHICKEN 
FARM CELLAR 

When Danish 
Kells Dieckman 
and his wife, 
Erica, were dig- 

ing the cellar 
ss their little 
chicken farm nine 
miles out of Saint 
John, New Bruns- 
wick, they struck 

Sir Edward Beatty something that is 
making them well known and well-to- 
do. It was clay. Potter's clay. Samples 
sent back to Denmark indicated that 
it was the best possible kind, and so 
the two young people went to Europe 
and studied pottery, glazing and 
weaving. They came back and for 
two years made, and threw away as 
imperfect, a lot of pottery. Then they 
began to fashion things that they 
thought beautiful enough to last. That 
was eighteen months ago. Since then 
they have done a flourishing business 
with their little pottery workshop, and 
two maids in the farmhouse look after 
their two children. Recently E. A. 
Corbett, president of the Canadian 
Handicrafts Guild, heard about the 
fine craftsmanship they were display- 
ing and went to visit them. He dis- 
covered that Erica was the little Dan- 
ish girl who had lived next door to 
him on 83rd Street, in Edmonton, with 
her Lutheran minister father, and 
mother and four sisters. 

It's just one of the many beautiful 
handicrafts being developed by Can- 
adian women, many of them with a 
European background, these days. 
It's a good many years since their 
work was collected so completely as 
the Canadian Pacific Railway used to 
do it in their Handicraft Festivals, but 
it will soon be done again. Sir Edward 
Beatty told me the other day that the 
C.P.R. were planning to go ahead 
with their festival work as soon as 
times permitted — and that promised 
to be shortly. Handicrafts, native 
dances, singing, folklore of all sorts 
are gathered and exhibited mag- 
nificently in these festivals. 


e 
WHEN OLDER WOMEN WANT 
WORK 
When older women lose their jobs 
they find it hard to get new ones. So 
Canadian unemployment files show. 


BY LOTTA 
DEMPSEY 


But the mature woman has a special 
place in business, arid shouldn't worry 
about oncoming age, says Bess 
Bloodworth, outstanding U. S. busi- 
ness woman. She told the Professional 
and Business Women's Association (of 
which Canada has a large member- 
ship) that recently a department 
store advertised foe women from 
thirty-five to forty-eight years of 
age. They wanted to decrease turn- 
over of their workers. 

Maturity in business should bring 
experience, judgment, understanding 
and deep vision. But watch out for 
self-pity, refusal to adopt new 
methods, intolerance toward a 
younger employe, smugness and self- 
satisfaction. The main thing is a 
healthy mind in a healthy body, at 
any age. Mrs. J. Spilman, Employ- 
ment Commissioner, who was another 
speaker, said a woman had to look 
healthy to get a job today and stay 
healthy to keep it. Louise Cheney, 
New York executive, recommended 
a and brassiéres for women 
who need them, hair of natural color, 
make-up restrained, voice pleasant, 
no slang, and wearing apparel that 
is conservative, feminine and im- 
maculate."" 

Mrs. Frances Maule, a writer, says 
that women over forty seeking jobs 
should try to establish their own 
businesses where possible rather than 
get into competitive employment. 


THE LAST PICTURE 
; It gives one 
a strange 
feelingto 
look at the 
last brush 
stroke of an 
artist — par- 
ticularly _ if 
he's been 
painting 
steadily for 
more than 
sixty years. 
When Homer 
Watson, dis- 
tinguished 
Canadian 
painter and 
former presi- 
dent of the 
Canadian 
Academy, 
died last 


yer at his home in Doon, Ontario, 
is last canvas, his palette still cov- 
ered with paint and his easel were 
left intact in his little studio. Now it 
is planned to preserve the studio as a 
national shrine, for Watson has been 
one of Canada's best-known as well 
as most prolific painters during his 
eighty-one years. His canvases hang 
in many European collections as well 
as in all the Canadian galleries. His 
sister, who has just collaborated on a 
book about the artist, was his con- 
stant companion. She told me that 
on his very last canvas he felt he was 
finally touching the full expression of 
his powers — he thought at eighty 
that he was doing the best work of 
his life. Certainly those last pictures 
show a cumulative wealth of experi- 
ence and understanding yet an un- 
dimmed sweep and force. 
s 
CHILDREN CUT HOLIDAYS FOR 
SCHOOL 

Hazel Nichols opened her little 
school in Upper New Harbor, Guys- 
boro County, Nova Scotia, two weeks 
early this fall — because the children 
wanted to go back so badly. Hon- 
estly. She's been working out her own 
little experiment in education since 
she got what she calls her "dream 
school" a year ago. It's situated in a 
pretty rocky part of the seacoast 
country and there isn't much extra 
money up there. 

Hazel has all grades up to ten, and 
she's taken out the desks and put in 
little tables. The children sit around 
them and work out projects. Together 
with this effort and that (concerts, 
etc.) they had the school painted, put 
up a flag pole, made a garden and 
bought a little radio. Every day the 
school listens to the news broadcast, 
and then history and geography les- 
sons take form as events shape them- 
selves in the world of today. 

& 
EDMONTON GIRL IS LION TAMER 

Nineteen-year-old Jeanette Nan- 
sen is the only woman lion tamer 
Canada has produced, as far as | 
know. Before she began putting her 
850-pound "Nero" and four baby 
cubs and some dogs through the 
tricks that have been thrilling Can- 
adian National Exhibition visitors in 
Toronto, she went to school at McKay 
Avenue and Jasper Place and Gran- 
den, in Edmonton, Alberta. Her 
brother, Alfred, who is two years 
older than she is, is with her now. 

She was fifteen and in grade eight 
when a circus came to Edmonton and 
her father discovered the animal 
trainer was an old friend from his own 
youthful animal-training days in 
France. Jeanette had been brought 
up around her father's stables and 
kennels in Edmonton, and said she 
wasn't afraid to go in the cage with 
six lions. The trainer said he'd give 
her a cub if she did. That's how she 
got Nero. He was six months old then 
and she kept him in Edmonton train- 
ing him for a year. Then she and her 
brother started out in Canadian 
circuses, and they've been at it, from 
Halifax to Vancouver, ever since. 
They do vaudeville in winter, and 
they've added a white albino police 
dog, a Great Dane and a shepherd 
"wonder dog" to their act. The dogs 
go in with the lions, jumping over 
them and sitting on their backs. 


CHATELAINE, OCTOBER, 1937 


I 


Jeanette's been pretty badly 
scratched by Nero at times, and she 
admits lions aren't capable of much 
affection — but they do get to know 
who's boss. It's when you don't under- 
stand what's going on in their minds 
that you get into trouble. 

Jeanette loves her job and laughs 
about the trouble she got into be 
cause her gentle mother objected to 
her playing hockey and rugby and 
riding horseback with the boys. She 
hates sewing and cooking and all that. 
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FICTION 
My Kind of Woman (short story) 
John Randolph Phillips 
Put Back the Clock {short story) 
Leslie Gordon Barnard 
The Girl Who Asked for Trouble 
(serial) 

Elisabeth Sanxay Holding 

Little Lost Boy (short story) 
Edith Howie 


GENERAL ARTICLES 


The King's Daughters 
Lady Cynthia Asquith 
Live With a Man and Love It 
Anne 8. Fisher, M.D. 
Why Did You Come to Canada? 
...Madame Louise de Kiriline 
How | Lost Thirty Pounds 
Nita M. Ward 
How to Get on the Air 
Clarissa Duff 


BEAUTY CULTURE 


A Smart Woman's Credo for Fall 
Carolyn Damon 
High, Wide and Handsome (the 
new hats) .... Carolyn Damon 
Are You Outside When the New 
Things Come In? 
Fashion.Shorts .... Kay Murphy 
A Match in Four Sets 
Have You Nipped in Your Waist- 
Line? (patterns) 
Simplicity-Singer Wardrobe 
(patterns) 
Let's Be Smart About Going to 
School (patterns) 
These Are “Tops'' in Any Ward- 
robe (patterns) 
The Beauty Box 
By Annabelle Lee 
Make Your Own Figure 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
What's Going on in Hollywood 
Whitney Williams 
The Baby Clinic-Fighting Infantile 
Paralysis 
Dr. J. W. S. McCullough 
Handicrafts .... Marie Le Cerf 
It's News Lotta Dempsey 


HOUSEKEEPING 

Dinner's in the Oven 
M. Frances Hucks 

Keeping Food Fresh 
Helen G. Campbell 

Meals of the Month 
M. Frances Hucks 
Among Our Visitors (The Chate- 
laine Institute) re 
Winter-Proof Houses. .Richard A. 
Fisher, B.Arch, M.R.A.I.C. 
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Enjoy this Appetite Coaxer 
FOR BREAKFAST 


Shirriff’s ““Good Morning” Marmalade ... 

appetizing blend of oranges, lemons and grape- 

fruit. Shirriff’s ‘‘Quic Cooking’”’ process 

requires only minutes instead of hours, so 

flavour hasn’t a chance to float away. Try 
Good Morning” 


SHIRAIFFS 9e%er MARMALADE 


AND IT SURE IS GOOD- 


eFILLING MADE IN 5/2 MINUTES THIS FANCY FREE 


ae 
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@ Onto the table it comes. There's a breathless 
moment while you sink the knife through that fluffy, 
brown tipped meringue, down into the smooth, 
creamy richness of a real butterscotch filling. Then, as 
each member at the table tastes that irresistible, 
old-time butterscotch flavour their faces light up 
happily, and their eyes wander anxiously to what's 
left on the pie-plate. And that’s the only trouble 
with a Fancy Free butterscotch pie —it just dis- 
appears — there's never any left for another meal ! 
But that really needn't 
worry you. The amazingly 
true-flavoured filling is so 


“FANCY 


FREEZ 
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easy to make with Shirriff's Fancy Free dessert. 
Just 522 minutes and it's ready to pop into the 
oven and brown the meringue. 

You can make a grand variety of desserts, pies 
and tarts with Fancy Free. It comes in three extra- 
rich and delicious flavours... Butterscotch, Caramel, 
Vanilla. Each has the famous Shirriff's “Flavour 
Bud” that seals the extra rich flavour in a sugar 
coating so that it remains full strength until you 
use it... Order a few packages of Shirriff's 
Fancy Free from -your 
grocer now... Serve it 


3A tomorrow—and often. 


GRAND NEW DESSERT IDEAS IN EVERY PACKAGE 
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ESSERT 





